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YOUR  FUTURE 

^  Your  welfare  is  wrapped  up  in 
the  welfare  of  this  Province. 

Cjf  The  welfare  of  British  Columbia 
depends  on  the  lumber  industry. 

^  The  welfare  of  the  Lumber  In- 
dustry depends  upon  the  future 
crop. 

^  The  future  crop  depends  upon 
prevention  of  Forest  Fires. 

<J  Preventing  Forest  Fires  depends 
very  largely  upon  YOU. 

<|  Your  future  is  therefore  bound 
up  in  Forest  Conservation. 

Prevent  Forest  Fires 
It  Pays 


The  Social  Side  of  College  Life 

A  complete  assortment  of  Place  Cards,  Favors, 
Caps,  Decorations,  Novelties  and  Dance  Tickets 
always  in  stock. 

Cards  for  all  Occasions 

Birthday    Cards,    Graduation  Congratulation 
Cards,  Relative  Cards  and  Cards  of  Thanks  and 
Appreciation.    An  extensive  selection  of  artistic 
cards  for  all  occasions  and  purposes. 

Students'  Stationery 

Loose-Leaf  Exercise  Books,  Fillers,  Copy  Paper, 
Note  Books,  Fountain  Pens,  Eversharp  Pencils 

We  have  an  interesting  variety  of  articles  suitable  for  presentation 
to  school  or  College  graduates. 

Printers  T^v  T         f^s  /^\  V  T  }  Q  Engravers 

Stationers  LJ  1  V  J  V  J  \J  1>I     O  Publishers 

1208-10  Government  Street,  Victoria,  B.  C.  Phone  2148 


T.N.Hibben&Son 

BOOKSELLERS  and 
STATIONERS 

1417  Douglas  Street  Victoria,  B.  C. 


Tennis  Racquet  Repairs 

Single  strings,  25c — Each  additional  string,  20c 
Complete  re-stringing      -      $4.50,  $6.75  or  $(S.OO 

PEDEN  BROS 

VICTORIA 

719  Yates  Street   


Up-to-date  Maps  of  Victoria  and  District 
Blue   Printers,    Map   Mounters  and 
Draughtsmen  -  Technical  Supplies 

THB 
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Tj^MAP  C? 

JOSEPH    B.   DAVENPORT      Phone  6447  ^^^^^^^^ 

523-4  SAYWARD  BLOCK                ^^^^P  VICTORIA,  B.  C. 

March  13th,  1924. 

THIS  RESOLUTION  has  been  duly  proposed 
and  seconded,  and  passed,  at  a  meeting  of 
the    Students'    Council   on    the   above  date, 
namely :    That  the  Students'  Council  of  the  year 

1923-  24  do  earnesty  recommend  to  the  Council  of 

1924-  25  that  they  patronize  the  advertisers  in  the 
Victoria  College  Annual  insofar  as  quality  and 
price  are  concerned. 

(Signed) 

MARJORIE  LEEMING, 

Secretary-Treasurer. 


Not  Afraid  of  Water! 

Like  the  proverbial  duck's  back  "61"  Floor  Varnish  is  not  affected 
by  water.  It  will  stand  not  only  the  usual  household  mishaps 
of  spilled  liquids,  but  also  the  more  serious  accidents  that  mean 
a  real  test  of  its  water  resisting  qualities.     Try  it. 

The  Staneland  Co.,  Ltd. 

840  Fort  Street  Telephone  27 
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VICTORIA  COLLEGE 
IN  AFFILIATION  WITH   UNIVERSITY  OF  BRITISH  COLUMBIA 


Located  at  Victoria,  B.  C,  in  the  heart  of  the  best  residential 
section  of  the  city.  Provides  exceptional  opportunities  to 
students  taking  the  first  two  years  of  Arts  course. 

Additional  students  for  second  year  in  Arts  especially  desired. 

Authorities  agree  that  the  first  and  second  year  of  the 
Arts  course  should  be  taken  without  a  break. 

With  two  years'  standing  the  student  is  not  only  better 
equipped  for  his  or  her  life  work,  but  is  that  much  nearer 
the  goal  of  a  degree  should  future  opportunities  of  study 
permit. 


Board  of  School  Trustees, 
Victoria,  B.  C. 


To  Edward  B.  Paul,  M.A.,  LL.D. 

We,  the  Students  of  Victoria  College, 
dedicate  this  Annual  with  all  respect 
and  every  regard 
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To  the  Students  of  Victoria  College 


THE  Session  of  1923-24  is  drawing  to  a  close  and  you 
will  soon  be  released  to  enjoy  a  well-earned  rest 
from  hard  study.  During-  the  coming  summer  you 
will  be  engaged  in  various  pursuits.  Everywhere,  and 
particularly  in  a  new  province,  there  are  people  who 
say  that  a  liberal  education  unfits  men  and  women  for 
all  occupations  but  those  which  they  call  "White  Collar 
Jobs."  Show  those  critics  that  a  man  can  use  a  spade 
or  wield  an  axe,  and  that  a  woman  can  cook  or  care 
for  children  all  the  better  because  such  work  is  directed 
by  a  trained  mind. 

Whatever  your  work  may  be,  and  in  the  modern 
struggle  of  life  the  less  pleasant  kinds  of  labour  are 
often  necessarily  mingled  with  those  of  our  own  choos- 
ing, you  will  never  lack,  if  you  have  profited  by  your 
University  life,  mental  food  which  will  give  you  strength 
to  meet  any  fortune  which  may  befall  you,  and  which 
will  enhance  your  happiness  and  alleviate  your  troubles. 
Books,  chosen  with  the  judgment  you  now  possess,  will 
be  your  companions  in  your  lonely  hours,  and  your 
comfort  in  sickness  and  misfortune.  In  the  words  of 
the  great  Roman  orator  and  philosopher,  which  I  apolo- 
gize to  your  classical  fellow  students  for  giving  in 
translation : 

"They  are  the  food  of  youth,  and  the  delight  of  old 
age.  They  adorn  our  prosperity,  and  are  a  refuge  and 
comfort  in  our  adversity.  They  are  a  source  of  pleasure 
at  home,  and  no  hindrance  abroad.  They  are  our  com- 
panions by  night,  and  in  travel,  and  in  the  country." 

If  you  have  learned,  here,  only  self-reliance  in  your 
studies,  and  have  acquired  a  genuine  love  for  books, 
your  time  in  this  College  has  not  been  wasted. 

The  Faculty  unite  with  me  in  wishing  you  all 
health,  happiness  and  prosperity  wherever  your  lot 
may  be  cast. 

EDWARD  B.  PAUL, 

Principal. 
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STORY  OF  FLIP,  THE  JESTER 

LIFE  is  but  an  endless  series  of  tragedies.  One  moment  we  are 
raised  to  the  very  pinnacle  of  happiness  only  to  be  plunged  the 
next  moment  into  the  deepest  despair. 

As  for  Flip,  he  had  soared  to  those  dizzy  heights  on  the  golden 
wings  of  love — poor  fool.  Princess  Diana  had  given  her  heart  to 
him — she,  the  fairest  maiden  in  all  the  great  kingdom  of  Hangilio; 
she  with  the  soft  grey  eyes,  the  queenly  figure,  and  the  radiant  hair, 
over  whom  every  courtier  throughout  the  length  and  breadth  of  the 
land  sighed  in  vain — and  he,  the  king's  jester  had  beaten  them  all. 
Mirth  was  written  all  over  his  lean,  laughing,  foolish  face.  He 
chuckled  to  himself  as  he  sat  out  in  the  garden  one  drowsy  summer 
afternoon,  tossing  tobacco  to  the  goldfish  in  the  pond  at  his  feet.  Gold- 
fish, by  the  way,  were  very  scarce  in  Hangilio,  but  that  is  a  digression. 

As  I  have  said,  Flip  had  reached  the  pinnacle  of  happiness.  Joy 
bubbled  out  all  over  him.  If  he  had  been  any  happier  he  would  have 
burst.  That,  of  course,  would  have  been  fatal;  and  this  story  would 
perhaps  have  never  been  written  had  not  something  happened. 

Rough  hands  suddenly  seized  him  from  behind,  and  he  was  hurried 
toward  the  palace  at  the  sharp  point  of  a  pair  of  halberds.  Before  he 
knew  it  he  was  being  forced  down  a  flight  of  stone  steps ;  down,  down, 
down,  and  his  heart  sank  within  him  as  he  passed  into  a  dark,  musty 
dungeon.  The  grated  door  closed  on  him  with  a  bang,  the  key  rasped 
in  the  lock,  the  footsteps  died  away  and  ceased.  He  was  alone,  in 
prison. 

Flip  had  never  had  the  courage  to  venture  into  the  gloomy 
depths  of  the  palace  dungeon  of  his  own  accord.  Being  of  a  naturally 
tender  disposition,  it  always  gave  him  pain  to  look  on  the  darker  side 
of  life.  And  so  this  sudden  confinement  weighed  heavily  on  poor  Flip. 
He  sat  down  in  a  cold,  damp  corner,  and  sighed  out  his  sorrow  until 
the  jailor  brought  him  his  evening  meal.  "Why  am  I  placed  here?" 
he  demanded  as  he  peered  through  the  bars. 

"Ha,  sir  fool,"  answered  the  fat  old  keeper,  "thou  knowest  well," 
and  he  thrust  the  dishes  under  the  wicket. 

"Thou  greasy  knave  !"  cried  Flip,  as  he  shook  the  grating. 

"Come,  come,"  growled  the  keeper,  "here's  a  meal  fit  for  three, 
and  a  flagon  of  sparkling  ale  to  top  it  off  with.  There's  naught  like 
going  to  the  devil  on  a  full  paunch." 

"To  the  devil?"  . 

"Aye,  to  the  devil,  where  ye  belong,  for  making  love  to  the 
Princess.  'Tis  your  last  meal,  so  eat  your  fill.  They  say  the  devil's 
a  poor  host,"  and  with  that  he  went  away. 

But  Flip  had  not  the  heart  to  eat,  so  he  turned  away  with  a 
sigh,  and  left  the  food  untasted.    An  hour  later  the  keeper  returned 
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to  find  him  gazing  wistfully  up  at  a  spider  crawling  about  the  ceiling. 
"Ah,  poor  lad,  he's  taken  to  prayer,"  he  muttered,  shaking  his  head ; 
and  quietly  picking  up  the  untouched  dishes,  turned  away  again. 

But  Flip  sprang  to  the  door  and  called  him  back.  "Sir  Keeper," 
he  sobbed,  "grant  me  this  last  favour." 

The  hard-hearted  old  jailor  was  touched.  He  had  been  softened, 
no  doubt,  by  a  tragedy  which  had  taken  place  within  his  own  house- 
hold but  two  days  previously,  when  his  wife's  cat  had  suddenly  passed 
away.    He  retraced  his  steps.    "What  is  it?"  he  asked. 

"Wilt  thou  keep  the  flies  off  my  poor  head  when  the  executioner 
has  done  his  duty?    They  say  the  soul  rests  easier  then." 

"Sirrah,"  cried  the  keeper,  who  was  a  good  churchman,  "wouldst 
thou  trifle  even  on  the  verge  of  death?"  and  he  stalked  off  along 
the  passage. 

Through  all  the  long  hours  of  the  night  Flip  remained  awake,  and 
the  cold  grey  light  of  dawn  filtering  through  the  dirty  barred  window  of 
his  prison  found  him  crouching  in  the  same  place,  in  the  same  attitude, 
staring  thoughtfully  at  the  stone  wall  in  front  of  him. 

A  rooster  crowed  from  somewhere  outside.  Flip  was  always 
peculiarly  fascinated  by  the  crowing  of  a  rooster,  and  had  been  often 
caught  sitting  out  in  the  palace  chicken  run,  in  the  early  dawn,  listening 
for  their  first  hoarse  cries.  His  sunken  eyes  twinkled  at  the  sound, 
and  his  face  wreathed  itself  into  a  wry  smile.  He  rose,  went  to  the 
window  and  listened,  drinking  in  every  note,  as  many  people  hearken 
to  the  song  of  the  nightingale.     It  did  his  soul  good. 

But  even  as  he  listened  a  squad  of  soldiers  came  and  bound  his 
arms  behind  his  back,  and  led  him  out  into  the  cold  morning  air. 
On  and  on  through  the  narrow  deserted  streets  they  went  without 
a  word;  only  the  tramp  of  heavy  boots  on  rough  cobblestones  broke 
the  silence.  He  was  dazed,  and  as  they  turned  into  the  market  square 
he  hardly  noticed  the  huge  throng  of  soldiers  and  townspeople  which 
encircled  the  fatal  scaffold.  He  passed  up  the  rickety  steps,  and  as 
he  reached  the  top  the  sun  peeped  from  behind  a  church  tower,  and 
cast  a  splash  of  purple  light  over  the  cruel  block,  over  the  masked 
executioner,  and  gleamed  on  the  sharp  and  polished  axe.  Poor  Flip 
shuddered,  and  almost  fainted  at  the  sight.  He  looked  carefully  about 
him,  at  the  crowd  of  curious  onlookers,  at  the  spires  and  towers  around 
him,  and  finally  at  the  rising  sun.  Then  loud  and  clear  through  the 
sharp  morning  air,  like  a  clarion  call  to  his  drooping  spirits,  rang  the 
crow  of  a  rooster,  and  his  heart  leaped  within  him. 

He  bounded  onto  the  block,  threw  back  his  head,  and  facing  the 
king,  who  stood  with  arms  folded  on  the  edge  of  the  throng,  began  : 

"Sir  King,  hearken  to  the  last  words  of  a  dying  fool.  I  have 
erred;  for  that  you  have  condemned  me  to  die.    That  is  hut  just,  and 
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as  you  are  just  to  me,  so  will  I  be  kind  to  you.  All  that  remains  to 
me  I  leave  to  you.    Take  them."    He  paused  . 

The  king  was  visibly  moved,  and  Princess  Diana,  whom  he  had 
not  noticed  till  then,  was  weeping. 

Then  loud  and  shrill  sang  out  the  rooster  once  again,  and  Flip 
resumed : 

"My  canary,  sire,  

When  Master  Cobble,  the  shoemaker,  passed  through  the  deserted 
market  square  about  five  o'clock  one  summer  morning,  he  stopped 
suddenly  before  the  pillory.  To  see  a  man  standing  on  the  platform 
at  such  an  hour  waving  his  arms  about,  and  blurting  out  a  lot  of 
nonsense  about  death,  and  justice,  and  canaries,  was  a  very  rare  occa- 
sion, even  in  Hangilio,  and  it  amused  him  immensely.  But  Flip  did 
not  waken  till  the  flies  were  buzzing  about  his  ears  to  find  some 
young  ass  writhing  with  laughter  at  him  from  below.  And  so  Flip 
merely  yawned,  plodded  his  way  back  to  the  palace,  cursing  himself 
blue  in  the  face  at  every  step,  and  finished  his  sleep. 

— F.  McINTYRE. 


God  gave  to  me  a  soul — 

A  great  white  page 

Clear  and  shining  in  its  innocence. 

The  Fingers  of  Life — - 

Reached  out  and  thumbed  my  page 

And  turned  it  over  and  over. 

The  smoke  from  the  Fires  of  Sin 

Blackened  me — 

And  little  sparks  scorched  holes  in  me. 

The  Rain  of  Sorrows  left  its  stain, 

And  the  monotonous  passing 

Of  weary  days 

Made  me  a  universal  grey 

In  colour, 

And  dog-eared  all  my  corners 

And  edges. 

Like  an  old  book 

I  am  tattered  and  thrown 

In  a  dusty  corner. 

I  long  for  complete  oblivion 

For  after  that 

Perhaps  the  Resurrection — 

And  again 

A  Shining  Soul !  — D.  E.  P. 
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Dedie  a  Mme.  Sanderson-Mongin  avec  les  hommages 
affectueux  de  l'auteur, 

MAH  JONG!!    MAH  JONG!! 

(Avec  mes  excuses  a  Rouget  de  Lisle) 

Allons !  Soyons  toujours  joyeuses, 
On  ne  doit  jamais  s'ennuyer. 
Fuyons  dans  une  vie  serieuse 
Le  loisir  qui  va  nous  rouiller. 
Entendez-vous  la  salle  pleine 
De  rires,  d'argent  et  de  voix, 
Qui  nous  appellent  a  la  fois 
Pour  venir  essayer  la  veine. 

Au  jeu  !    Victoriennes  ! 

Jouons,  chacune  pour  soi, 

Mah  Jong!    Mah  Jong! 

Quelle  belle  chose 
Nous  devons  aux  bons  Chinois. 

— E.  B.  P. 


REPARTIE  A  DOUBLE  ENTENTE 

Quand  j'etais  enfant,  mon  pere  nou3  racontait  souvent  des  his- 
toires  du  temps  de  sa  jeunesse,  lorsqu'  il  etait  etudiant  et  suivait  les 
cours  de  1'  Universite  de  Lyon. 

Un  soir  qu'  il  etait  au  theatre  avec  d'  autres  camarades — au  pou- 
lailler  sans  doute,  car  leur  bourse  etait  plate,  la  plupart  du  temps — 
l'acteur  celebre  Frederic  Lemaitre  devait  jouer. 

C  etait  un  grand  artiste  qui  avait,  par  malheur,  un  gout  trop 
prononce  pour  le  bon  \  in  de  Bourgogne  et  ce  soir-la  il  en  avait  bu 
outremesure,  car  lorsqu'  il  entra  en  scene,  l'audience  s'  apercut  bientot 
que  le  favori  etait  tout  a  fait  gris !  Sur-le-champ,  les  etudiants 
commencent  a  sifTler — signe  de  desapprobation  en  France. 

Surpris,  Frederic  Lemaitre  comprend  pen  a  peu  que  cette  manifesta- 
tion est  dirigee  contre  lui,  alors  il  s'arrete  de  parler,  regarde  le  public 
avec  dedain  et,  presque  degrise,  lance  dans  la  salle  comble  :  "Imbeciles  !" 
et  quitte  la  scene.  II  va  sans  dire  que  sifflets,  cris  miaulements,  voci- 
ferations recommencerent  de  plus  belle.    On  demande  des  excuses. 

Pendant  quelque  temps  l'artiste  refuse,  mais  le  brouhaha  devenaiu 
plus  fort,  le  directeur  le  persuade  a'  se  presenter  devant  l'audience 
qui  fait  silence  et  recoit  son  habile  excuse  par  des  rires  et  des  applau- 
dissements :  "Je  vous  ai  appeles  imbeciles,  c'est  vrai.  Je  vous  fais 
des  excuses,  j  'ai  tort." 

— E.  S-M. 
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PERSONALS 

Ernest  Ayton — Our  infant  prodigy.  Ernest  should  cultivate  a  halo  and 
sport  a  pair  of  wings.  Yet  it  has  been  whispered  that  he  was  once 
a  real  wild  man,  but  of  course,  "C'est  impossible." 

Flora  Musgrave — "Chic"  is  our  star  basketball  player.  She  is  the 
popular  representative  of  the  Women's  Athletic  Association  on 
the  Students'  Council.  She  hopes  to  feed  her  passion  for  Bugology, 
or  whatever  you  call  it,  next  year. 

Homer  Caviness — This  cherubic  little  innocent  is  one  of  our  foremost 
athletic  stars,  and  is  noted  for  the  staid  and  stately  manner  in 
which  he  attends  lectures — but  in  the  Common  Room  ! ! 

Margaret  Mellor — Our  little  "M2"  makes  occasional  appearance  at  lec- 
tures, being  .especially  conspicuous  at  history  and  dances.  She 
is  noted  for  her  skill  in  slinging  ink  and  thrills  us  all  with  her 
stories  of  "walks  and  waves." 

Blair  Dickson  (no  relation  to  the  pencil  manufacturers) — Born  1906, 
and  still  going  strong.  Recreations  —  Golf  (two  varieties)  and 
rebuilding  old  motor-bikes.    Quite  a  good  scout  nevertheless. 

Bea  Anderson — Behold  our  infant  phenomenon  !    Bea  was  a  very  ener- 
getic student  until  she  became  a  partial.    Her  partiality  extends 
to  poetry.    She  is  also  a  staunch  supporter  of  the  S.  C.  M. 
"Oh,  my  stars,  and  ! !" 

Norman  Thornton  Fell — "Norm"  is  a  golf  champ,  and  in  his  own 

game  is  supreme.    We  all  like  Norm. 

Alyce  Baines — After  "registering"  a  year  of  Senior  Matric,  Alyce  still 
craves  knowledge.  She  is  a  keen  psychologist.  As  a  member  of 
the  Social  Committee  she  has  devoted  many  an  hour  wrestling 
with  table  clothes,  cutting  cakes,  etc.,  for  our  College  dances. 
Also  a  staunch  rugby  fan. 

"Oh,  I  feel  so  silly!"  "Dumbell !" 

William  Henry  Christie  —  Our  scientific  expert,  noted  astronomer, 
physics  demonstrator  and  intellectual  giant.  Who,  we  may  say, 
possesses  one-half  the  brains  of  the  Victoria  College. 

Janet  Lang — Janet  has  the  distinction  of  being  the  only  student  in 
our  midst  who  has  travelled  around  the  world.  Janet  tried  to 
lure  the  girls  of  the  Second  Year  to  a  weekly  skate  at  the  rink, 
her  usual  Saturday  haunt.  She  is  missed  in  the  "Back  Row" 
during  psychology  and  logic  lectures. 

Owen  Goward — Possesses  a  certain  almost  ox-like  air  of  calm  tran- 
quillity. Rolls  up  to  College  in  one  of  Mr.  Ford's  limousines.  We 
believe  Owen  will  go  to  heaven. 
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Irene  Latimer — A  star  in  the  mathematical  firmament  and  a  strong 
supporter  of  the  distinction  lectures.  We  wish  her  luck  in  the 
pursuit  of  her  chosen  occupation. 

Franklin  Oliver  Parker  Levirs — Frank  is  president  of  the  Students' 
Council,  and  considering  his  immature  years,  we  may  add,  a  very 
excellent  one.  It  is  almost  impossible  to  suppress  him.  He  is 
often  found  under  curious  circumstances,  but  always  smiling.  Is 
also  quite  an  authority  on  the  blankest  of  blank  verse. 

Joan  French — Joan's  ingenious  little  sketches  have  many  a  day  thrown 
the  adherents  of  the  "Back  Row"  into  fits  of  merriment.  Joan 
has  an  opportunity  almost  every  Friday  night  of  using  some  of 
her  superfluous  energies  in  a  strenuous  game  of  basketball.  Ever 
since  she  interpreted  "Mrs.  Googin"  in  the  Christmas  play  she 
splutters  out  with  little  bits  of  Irish  brogue.  "Oi  am  a  lady,  and 
me  mither  was  a  lady  before  me." 

Charles  Ozard — Charles  is  a  partial,  or  rather  a  partial  partial,  inasmuch 
as  he  never  takes  a  whole  lecture.  He  is  on  the  business  boarji 
of  the  Annual  and  a  member  of  the  Players'  Club. 

Dolly  Payne — Doll  is  a  priceless  member  of  our  Players'  Club  and  is 
noted  for  her  posters.  When  Doll  wakes  up  to  ask  one  of  her 
unanswerable  questions  the  class  settles  down  for  five  minutes  sleep. 

"Ah,  g'wan  !" 

Percy  Noel — Full-back  on  the  rugby  team,  and  no  mean  hockey  player. 
Spends  the  summer  canning  salmon.  This  Adonis,  too,  is  a 
woman-hater. 

Jean  Macrae — Jean  has  earned  the  gratitude  of  the  basketball  team  by 
her  constant  appearance  at  the  Trades  Hall.  She  has  an  air  of 
wisdom  derived  from  the  antique  Virgil,  which  is  her  faithful 
companion  in  Latin  lectures. 

"I  brought  my  lunch !" 

George  McCann — A  member  of  the  Literary  Society,  an  energetic 
rugby  forward,  and  a  basketball  player  of  some  standing.  George 
is  an  active  and  indispensible  addition  to  Second  Year.  He  carries 
around  with  him  a  certain  formidable  little  pencil,  and  since  he 
can  draw  almost  anything  except  a  discredited  cheque,  one  is  apt 
at  any  time  to  find  one's  alleged  portrait  on  the  back  of  his  note- 
book. Considering  his  versatility  and  the  view  from  the  window 
at  which — presumably — he  does  most  of  his  homework,  it  is  sur- 
prising that  he  is  so  successful  a  scholar. 

Alice  Eldridge — Her  high  standing  last  year  gave  her  the  honor  of 
winning  the  scholarship  presented  by  the  Women's  Canadian  Club. 
As  a  rare  speciment  of  a  devotee  to  her  studies,  especially  Greek, 
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Alice  should  be  put  under  a  glass  case,  as  an  example  for  the 
rising-  generation.     "Chere  petite  Alice." 

D'Arcy  Gilbert  Marsh — Joint  chairman  of  Social  Committee  and  vice- 
president  of  the  Players'  Club.  May  be  found  almost  any  time 
somewhere  around  collecting  money  for  tickets  for  some  long- 
forgotten  ball.  Lives  in  the  fond  hope  of  having  the  Students' 
Council  pay  for  his  dentist's  bill  among  the  expenses  of  the  last 
dance.  Favorite  expression — -"Lend  me  a  match,  old  fellow."  Chief 
ambitions — To  be  second  Irving  and  to  visit  India. 

Gladys  Garesche — Gladys  evidently  practices  what  she  preaches  judging 
by  her  frequent  sensational  entries  into  lectures.  She  is  particularly 
interested  in  both  the  social  and  postal  activities  of  the  College. 
Gladys  is  a  firm  advocate  of  less  work,  and  spends  her  spare 
moments  in  reading  several  copies  of  the  "Ubyssey." 
"Please  wait  for  me  !" 

Edward  Roger  Gibson  Richardson — One  of  the  few  people  of  Victoria 
College  who  can  think  and  not  be  overcome  with  the  effort.  He 
is  also  the  exception  to  the  rule  of  the  Rolling  Stone !  Besides 
these  things,  he  is  business  manager  of  the  Annual,  and  has 
been  largely  responsible  for  its  financial  success. 

Betty  Fuller — After  several  years  of  academic  pursuit  Betty  still  has 
a  fair  amount  of  intelligence  left,  but  she  fully  expects  to  have 
disposed  of  it  by  April.  Betty  is  also  the  Marathon  walker  of 
Arts  '26. 

"Oh,  how  futile!" 

Charlie  Swannell — Absolutely  our  only  student.  Distant  relative  of 
Terpsichore ;  future  undecided  yet,  but  either  an  essayist  or  a 
dancing  master.  Commonly  known  as  "Snake,"  owing  to  his 
sinuous  qualities.    Possibly  may  become  a  sheik. 

Marjorie  Leeming — Marge,  as  secretary  of  the  Students'  Council,  has 
proved  her  ability  in  handling  LARGE  sums  of  money.  Her  spare 
moments  she  devotes  to  golf,  and  nothing  need  be  said  concerning 
her  skill  in  wielding  a  tennis  racket. 

"Where's  my  cheque  book?"  "Cheerio!" 

George  Gaston  Vincent — Besides  being  a  poet  of  some  note,  president 
of  the  Players'  Club,  and  wielder  of  drastic  powers  as  an  associate 
editor  of  the  Annual,  George  is  noted  for  the  insane  delight  he 
takes  in  feeding  buns  to  certain  members  of  the  fair  sex.  Our 
psychological  expert  has  come  to  the  conclusion  that  this  is  a  new 
form  of  neurosis,  to  be  known  in  future  as  the  "Bun,"  or  "Vincent 
Complex." 
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Betsy  Inglis — After  dropping  Latin  for  a  year,  Betsy  has  been  again 
attracted  to  the  classics  under  Mr.  Paul's  able  instruction.  We 
wonder  how  her  copious  History  Notes  will  aid  her  in  her  two 
years'  term  of  teaching.  Betsy  has  shown  herself  a  good  sport 
and  ready  to  participate  in  all  our  social  functions. 

John  de  Bertrand  Brunswick  Shaw — An  excellent  handle  for  our  capable 
rugby  captain — was  seen  at  several  lectures  but  has  now  deserted 
us  for  a  journalistic  career.  Will  probably  blossom  forth  as  "John 
Brunswick,"  author.  The  men's  common  room  has  lost  a  perman- 
ent institution  by  his  departure. 

May  Beane — May  is  another  of  our  students  who  distinguishes  herself 
at  maths,  and  logic.  She  is  always  calm  and  collected,  never 
even  excited  by  a  history  report,  which  she  speels  off  with  great 
ease.     Has  also  been  a  helper  in   decorating  before  Christmas. 


POEMS  BY  GEORGE  G.  VINCENT 
A  Phantasy 

The  last  great  battle  long  had  waged 

Between  the  many  nations  of  the  world, 

And  all  mankind  as  maddened  beasts  enraged 

Sprang  at  each  other's  throats  in  frenzy  wild 

WTherever  murder's  banner  was  unfurled; 

And  all  the  plains  and  mountains  were  defiled 

With  bodies  of  the  dead  and  dying  hosts; 

Even  the  sentries  rotted  at  their  posts 

With  foul  diseases  gotten  of  the  dead  ; 

And  now  the  world  was  filled  with  nameless  dread 

Since  civilization   vanished  drowned  in  blood, 

And  all  religion,  for  no  thing  had  stood 

The  great  upheaval  of  those  nameless  years; 

Yet  man  was  fighting  on,  a  scattered  few 

( )f  him  remained  where  he  had  reigned  supreme, 

And  peace  was  now  a  long  forgotten  dream 

\  anquished  by  Death  as  sun  dispels  the  dew; 

And  then  the  end,  the  last  of  men  had  gone 

And  o'er  the  world  a  dying  sunlight  shone, 

A  might\*  wind  swept  o'er  the  dreary  plain, 

A  thunder  clap  split  heaven's  gate  in  twain. 

And  then  a  silence,  time  went  rolling  on 

And  aeons  of  time  and  yet  'twas  but  a  day, 

The  world  was  forest  grown  and  savage  beasts 

Roamed  o'er  the  land  where  man  had  once  held  sway; 
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At  last  one  morn  another  sun  arose  on 

The  slimy  swamps  of  that  primeval  world 

Where  mighty  monsters  roared  to  greet  the  dawn. 

Then  from  a  cave  all  precipice  enfurled 

There  came  a  murmur,  then  a  feeble  cry 

And  mother  earth  heaved  in  a  mighty  sigh, 

A  child  was  born. 


An  Indian  Camp  at  Evening 

The  smoky  murk  of  flames  ascending 

With  ribbed  walls  of  the  tepee  blending 

Where  hang  the  skins  scarce  fit  for  tanning. 

As  the  dusky  mist  is  parted  fitful 

By  the  breezes  gently  blowing 

Up  the  opening  of  the  teepee 

We  see  the  stars  of  one  moment  showing; 

And  the  moon  queen  hunting  brightly 

Through  the  tree  tops,  young  and  sprightly. 

And  the  old  men  grunt  and  mutter 

Squatting  down  upon  the  wolf  skins 

While  the  pine  knots  flame  and  splutter, 

Fire  flames  dying  and  the  talkings 

Of  the  women  drifting  upward 

From  the  ford  beside  the  river 

Where  they  joke  with  young  bucks  sporting; 

Lean,  with  muscles  taut  and  quiver 

As  a  bowstring. 

The  dogs  are  hungry  and  their  restless  howling 
Blends  with  the  whinney  of  uneasy  ponies, 
The  darkness  gathers  and  the  lone  coyotes 
Tongue  forth  their  dreary  sagas  in  the  foothills ; 
The  last  faint  flickers  die  and  all  is  darkness 
Save  the  great  council  fire 
The  Camp  lies  sleeping. 


I  rang  him  up,  for  I  loved  him  dearly.  He  was  a  man  of  iron 
and  full  of  possibilities.  Now  he  is  fast  in  my  possession.  But  if 
I  desire  I  can  change  him  for  another.  You  see  he  is  a  dollar  and  I 
a  cash  register. 

— H.  D.  DEE. 
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STUDENTS'  COUNCIL  REPORT 

THE  college  year,  1923-24,  is  almost  finished,  and  in  a  few  weeks 
the  present  Students'  Council  relinquishes  its  duties  to  its  suc- 
cessor. Although  it  has  not  had  as  good  a  record  as  it  wished, 
and  although  it  has  fallen  somewhat  short  of  its  ideals,  it  nevertheless 
has  worked  arduously  and  attempted  to  set  certain  precedents.  Tt 
has  been  handicapped  in  many  ways ;  by  lack  of  sufficient  funds,  by 
occasional  lack  of  support  by  a  few  of  the  students  and  by  sometimes 
unjust  criticism.  It  has  also  been  considerably  aided  in  other  ways; 
by  the  earnest  support  of  the  majority  of  the  student  body,  by  the 
energetic  work  of  the  various  committees  and  executives,  by  helpful 
hints  from  members  of  the  Faculty. 

It  takes  pride  in  pointing  out  certain  new  precedents.  In  an  insti- 
tution as  young  as  this  traditions  are  being  made  to  be  handed  down 
to  the  coming  years.  A  number  of  new  things  have  been  introduced 
to  the  College.  An  "Annual"  has  been  published  for  the  first  time. 
The  Players'  Club,  under  the  presidency  of  Mr.  Vincent,  has  severed 
its  connection  with  the  Literary  Society  and  has  become  an  independent 
body.  The  social  functions  of  the  season  have  been  a  financial  success, 
and  the  reputation  of  the  College  students  as  hosts  been  established, 
thanks  to  the  Social  Committee.  The  elections  have  been  already 
held  instead  of  in  the  new  term  as  heretofore. 

As  said  above,  the  Council  has  been  hampered  by  insufficient 
funds.  At  a  late  meeting,  it  was  unanimously  decided  to  endeavour 
to  eliminate  this  difficulty  for  next  years'  Council  by  recommending 
that  the  Alma  Mater  fee  be  raised  to  five  dollars  for  the  term 
1924-25.  It  is  confidently  hoped  that  this  measure  will  meet  the 
approval  of  the  Faculty  and  come  into  force.  When  funds  are  provided 
for,  it  is  felt  that  next  year's  Council  will  be  able  to  encourage  many 
new  projects  which  had  to  be  rejected  by  this  year's  Council  for  the 
explained  reason. 

In  relinquishing  the  responsibility  of  student  affairs  to  its  suc- 
cessor, the  Students'  Council  of  1923-24  extends  to  the  Students' 
Council  of  1924-25  its  best  wishes  for  success  in  the  coming  term, 
and  an  ardent  desire  that  it  may  greatly  better  the  record  oi  its 
predecessor. 

(Signed)  FRANKLIN  ().  P.  LEVIRS, 

President  of  the  Alma  Mater  Society. 
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SOCIAL  ACTIVITIES 

THE  College  social  activities  during  the  past  year  have,   on  the 
whole,  been  a  success.    Of  the  five  dances  held  during  the  year 
the  best — from  a  social  standpoint — were  the  Hallowe'en  dance, 
held  at  the  College  on  November  2nd,  and  the  College  ball,  held  at 
the  Alexandra  Club  on  February  22nd. 

The  first  dance  of  the  year — the  "Initiation  Dance,"  given  by 
the  Sophomores  to  the  Freshmen — was  a  distinct  success.  The  func- 
tion was  held  in  the  College  ballroom,  where  the  newcomers  were 
given  a  warm  welcome.  They  were  permitted  to  join  in  the  festivities 
only  after  they  had  been  prepared  with  grease  paint  and  attired  in 
sacks.    Mr.  Ivor  Parfitt  kindly  consented  to  play  the  piano. 

A  fancy  dress  dance  was  held  on  Hallowe'en  night,  and  in  spite 
of  the  fact  that  there  were  a  number  of  counter  attractions  it  proved 
to  be  a  very  successful  affair.  The  attendance  was  excellent — the  total 
number  of  tickets  sold  being  one  hundred  and  six.  At  ten-thirty 
there  was  a  grand  parade,  when  the  costumes  were  judged  by  the 
Faculty.  Four  prizes  were  presented — two  for  the  best  costumes  of 
the  evening,  and  two '(presented  by  Mme.  Sanderson-Mongin  and  Mr. 
E.  H.  Russell)  for  the  most  original  ones.  Those  for  the  best  cos- 
tumes were  won  by  Miss  A.  Martin  and  Mr.  H.  Dee;  those  for  the 
greatest  originality  by  Miss  L.  Wilby  and  Mr.  G.  Vincent.  The 
dancingf  continued  from  nine  to  one  o'clock,  music  being  supplied  by 
Parfitt's  orchestra.    Supper  was  served  at  eleven-thirty. 

To  celebrate  the  end  of  the  first  part  of  the  session  a  "the  Dansant" 
was  held  on  December  14th,  in  the  College  ballroom. 

The  first  dance  after  Christmas  was  held  on  January  18th.  Partly 
because  it  "clashed"  with  several  other  dances  and  partly  because  of 
its  proximity  to  the  College  Ball,  it  fell — as  regards  attendance — 
somewhat  below  the  average.  Parfitt's  orchestra  again  supplied  the 
music. 

On  January  25th  Dr.  Paul,  the  Faculty  and  the  Students  enter- 
tained at  a  very  delightful  reception.  The  building  was  thrown  open 
for  inspection  and  an  opportunity  given  for  the  parents  to  meet  the 
members  of  the  Faculty  and  to  inspect  the  lecture  rooms.  During 
the  evening  music  was  supplied  by  Messrs.  Bassett  and  Newton. 
'Refreshments  were  served  at  ten  o'clock  in  the  dining-room.  The 
success  of  this  reception  is  due  to.  the  work  of  Mme.  Sanderson-Mongin, 
Mr.  E.  H.  Russell  and  the  members  of  the  Students'  Council. 

The  College  Ball,  held  on  February  22nd,  at  the  Alexandra  Club, 
was,  socially,  the  best  dance  of  the  year.  The  ballroom  was  artistically 
decorated  by  a  committee,  with  Mme.  Sanderson-Mongin  at  the  head, 
and  many  novelties,  such  as  coloured  rays  from  a  spot  light,  were 
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introduced.  The  music  was  supplied  by  Ozard's  orchestra.  The  com- 
mittee which  managed  the  affairs  of  the  ball  consisted  of  Mme. 
Sanderson-Mongin  and  Mr.  E.  H.  Russell,  Misses  Alyce  Haines,  Daisy 
Genn,  Gertrude  Nelson  and  Gladys  Garesche;  Messrs  Charlie  Ozard, 
Tom  Wilson,  D'Arcy  Marsh  and  Harry  Dee.  The  total  number  of 
persons  who  set  down  to  supper  was  two  hundred  and  twenty-five. 

From  a  financial  standpoint  the  social  activities  have  been  quite 
satisfactory;  the  four  dances  at  which  admission  was  charged  more 
than  paid  for  themselves. 


The  Social  Committee  wish  to  extend  their  hearty  thanks  to  the 
Faculty  who,  during  the  year,  kindly  consented  to  act  as  patrons  and 
patronesses  of  the  College  functions. 


OON  after  the  Autumn  Term  opened  it  was  decided  to  form  a 


Players'  Club.     A  meeting  was  held  by  all  those  interested  in 


the  formation  of  the  club,  and  a  committee  was  elected  :  Presi- 
dent, George  Vincent;  vice-president,  D'Arcy  Marsh;  secretary,  Dolly 
Payne ;  First  Year  representative,  Ray  Bowers ;  Second  Year  repre- 
sentative, Charlie  Ozard.  About  fifty  students,  on  payment  of^a 
nominal  fee,  became  members  of  the  club. 

The  committee  then  selected  two  short  one-act  sketches,  which 
were  presented  at  the  College  towards  the  end  of  the  first  term. 

The  first  was  a  melodrama  entitled  "Two  Crooks  and  a  Lady," 
the  cast  consisting  of  Misses  Genn,  Garesche  and  Smith,  and  Mssrs. 
Marsh,  Bailey  and  Richardson,  Miss  Smith  and  Mr.  Marsh  playing 
the  principal  parts  in  a  very  creditable  manner. 

The  second  play  was  a  Christmas  comedy,  entitled  "Her  Christmas 
Hat,"  with  the  Misses  Payne,  Bennett,  French,  Wallace  and  llayward, 
and  Messrs.  Tom  Wilson,  Vincent,  Bowers  and  Richardson. 

The  play  consisted  of  a  bright  satire  on  Christmas  giving  between 
the  husband  (Mr.  Wilson)  and  his  wife  (Miss  Payne)  and  it  kepi 
the  audience  in  paroxysms  of  mirth. 

An  endeavour  was  made  to  stage  a  larger  play  during  the  Spring 
Term,  but  owing  to  lack  of  support  and  scarcity  of  time  nothing  was 
done.  We  sincerely  trust  that  the  work  will  be  carried  on  next  year, 
and  that  it  will  be  supported  by  the  whole  college. 

Our  sincere  thanks  are  due  to  Mr.  Ira  Dilworth,  our  honorary 
president,  who  was  willing  at  all  times  to  help,  coach  and  advise  us 
in  the  activities  of  the  Club. 


* 


THE  PLAYERS'  CLUB 
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THE  FRENCH  CLUB 

DUE  entirely  to  the  very  kind  suggestion  of  Madame  Sanderson- 
Mongin,  the  Second  Year  students  of  French  were  given  a 
splendid  opportunity  of  improving  their  conversational  French. 
Madame  Sanderson  was  good  enough  to  give  to  them  two  hours  of 
her  valuable  time  every  Tuesday  evening  and  the  most  pleasant,  inter- 
esting and  instructive  "soirees"  were  held.  Not  a  word  was  spoken 
except  in  French,  and  charades,  competitions  and  a  variety  of  French 
games  were  the  order  of  the  evenings.  A  host  and  hostess  were 
appointed  each  week,  their  duty  being  to  receive  the  guests  and  give 
and  receive  compliments,  phrased  in  excellent  French. 

Our  most  hearty  thanks  are  due  to  Madame  for  all  her  trouble 
and  kindness  and  our  only  regret  was  that  the  time  each  week  was 
so  short. 


FIRST  YEAR  ACTIVITIES 

AFTER  the  enthusiastic  welcome  into  College  life,  given  them  by 
the  Sophs,  in  the  form  of  vinegar,  grease-paint,  powder  and  a 
dance,  the  Freshies  settled  down  to  work  and  have  a  good  time. 
A  meeting  was  held  and  Harry  Dee  was  elected  president  of  the  First 
Year;  Bert  Bailey,  secretary-treasure,  and  Hester  Cleveland  and  B. 
Blankentact  on  the  committee.  Their  duties  commenced  when  the 
executive  represented  the  First  Year  at  the  presentation  of  the  "Cecilia 
Green  Memorial  Scholarship"  to  Miss  Alice  Eldridge. 

When  the  Literary  Society  elections  were  over  the  Freshies  found 
to  their  pleasure  that  First  Year  men  and  women  were  to  run  things. 

The  Players'  Club  was  also  indebted  to  the  Freshmen  for  Raymond 
Bowers,  a  hard-working  member  of  their  executive. 

The  Freshmen  are  also  well  represented  on  the  Annual  Board. 
As  to  athletics,  the  Freshies  feel  that  they  have  done  their  best 
for  the  College.    They  have  provided  four  members  of  the  men's  basket- 
ball team  (one  of  whom,  Floyd  Olson,  is  on  the  Students'  Council)  and 
three  of  the  girls',  as  well  as  most  of  the  rugby  players. 


S.  C.  M.  ACTIVITIES 

THE  approach  of  the  end  of  a  college  year  makes  many  thoughtful 
'  students.    Yes,  you  say,  exams  are  a  dreaded  reality,  which  can- 
not be  laughed  away.    There  is,  however,  another  thing  to  make 
us  thoughtful.    Many  friends  whom  we  have  just  begun  to  know  will 
fade  out  of  our  lives;  many  whom  we  would  wish  to  know  better.  We 
graduate,  or  others  graduate  away  from  us.    Just  as  we  are  orienting 
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ourselves,  our  little  community  is  upset.  The  pity  is,  and  always  will 
be  with  a  certain  number  of  students,  that  we  don't  orient  ourselves 
soon  enough  to  take  full  advantage  of  the  inspiration  of  a  year  of 
college  life.    We  ought  to  play  hard  from  the  first  whistle. 

We,  of  the  S.  C.  M.,  feel  that  it  was  a  great  pity  that  we  did  not 
know  each  other  sooner.  Our  organization  was  only  effected  late  in 
the  new  year.  Hence  the  time  at  our  disposal  was  short  and  we  had 
to  content  ourselves  with  scratching  the  ground  for  next  year.  There 
have  always  been  many  more  men  at  our  meetings  than  ladies.  Surely 
this  augurs  well  for  the  movement. 

For  our  first  meeting  we  were  fortunate  to  have  Dean  Quainton 
to  address  us.  His  intimate  knowledge  of  the  aims  and  international 
interests  of  the  movement  enabled  him  to  put  life  and  reality  into  the 
new  unit  which  was  feeling  its  way. 

On  February  21st  a  keenly  interested  audience  listened  to  an 
address  by  Mr.  Elliott,  our  professor  in  Science,  on  "Science  and 
Theology."  His  hearers  were  deeply  impressed  and  carried  away  many 
thoughts  to  develop  them  further. 

On  March  13th  Dr.  Saunby  spoke  on  "What  Is  Truth?"  This  age- 
old  question  will  always  exercise  the  mind  of  a  student  and  we  feel 
grateful  for  the  contact  with  such  a  mind  as  Dr.  Saunby's. 

Professor  Dilworth,  speaking  on  "Attitudes  Taken  Towards  Life," 
charmed  an  interesting  audience  with  a  very  worth-while  and  practical 
address.  Urging  the  society  not  to  be  affected  by  a  college  education, 
as  even  the  greatest  minds  know  very  little  of  the  mystery  of  life, 
he  went  on  to  enlarge  on  four  of  the  principal  attitudes  taken,  viz.  : — 

(a)  "The  Spendthrift,"  squandering  his  goods,  time  or  energy. 

(b)  "The  Miser,"  living  in  this  world  wholly  to  himself. 

(c)  "The  Hermit,"  who  withdraws  into  the  seclusion  of  his  own 
soul  there  to  find  beauty  and  peace. 

(d)  "The  Servant,"  which  is  the  only  worth-while  attitude  to  take. 

Dr.  Wilson  favoured  the  society  with  a  very  enlightening  talk 
on  "How  to  Read  the  Bible."  Having  pointed  out  the  great  advantage 
of  knowing  this  book  which  has  moulded  the  lives  of  countless  men 
and  women,  the  speaker  went  on  to  say  that  no  superstitution  should 
be  associated  with  the  Bible — it  was  inspired  for  some  purpose  and  it 
is  our  duty  to  search  reverently  for  this  purpose.  With  a  few  illus- 
trations of  this  "essence  of  religion,"  Dr.  Wilson  closed  his  address. 
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NOTED  VISITORS 

THROUGH  the  interest  and  kindness  of  the  Faculty  the  students 
of  Victoria  College  have  had  the  opportunity  of  hearing  many 
well-known  public  speakers,  who  have  passed  through  the  city 
during  the  past  year. 

Sir  George  Foster  early  in  October  delivered  to  the  assembled 
students  a  most  interesting  and  enlightening  lecture  on  the  League 
of  Nations. 

On  November  13th  we  had  a  delightful  visitor  in  the  person  of 
Archbishop  Du  Vernet  of  Prince  Rupert.  He  spoke  on  thought  transfer- 
ence, his  experiences  with  it  and  the  many  experiments  he  and  his 
daughter  had  carried  out.  The  students  spent  some  time  after  his 
lecture  in  questioning  him. 

An  interesting  talk  on  Canadian  poetry  was  given  by  Mr.  Wilson 
Macdonald,  a  Prairie  poet,  on  January  7th.  Mr.  Macdonald  recited 
a  few  selections  from  his  own  works. 

Perhaps  the  most  engaging  speaker  of  the  year  was  the  Rev.  J6han 
Masih,  of  Indore.  In  a  charming  yet  forceful  address  he  gave  us  a  brief 
survey  of  present  day  conditions  in  his  homeland,  and  the  part  religion 
plays  in  that  vastly  populated  country. 

On  March  18th  Dr.  W.  A.  Riddell,  superintendent  of  research  work 
in  the  International  Labour  Bureau  of  the  League  of  Nations,  at  Geneva, 
gave  an  address  on  the  works  and  aims  of  the  League,  and  showed  us 
clearly  and  authentically  the  work  it  has  so  far  done. 


LITERARY  SOCIETY  NOTES 

AT  this,  the  close  of  another  College  year,  the  executive  of  the 
Literary  Society  takes  the  opportunity  to  wish  the  student  body 
every  success  in  their  endeavours  in  the  years  to  come.  Pardon 
a  reference  to  the  endeavours  of  this  Society.  In  as  much  as  the  "Lit" 
is  a  student  organization  we  have  tried  to  make  it  "of  the  students 
and  by  the  students"  as  much  as  circumstances  would  permit.  In 
looking  back  we  hope  we  have  achieved  this  aim  in  some  small  measure. 
The  Society  has  had  seven  meetings  in  all  and  only  two  drew  on  the 
outside  world  for  inspiration. 

October  12th  saw  our  first  meeting,  when  the  election  of  officers 
took  place.  After  this  business  Madame  Sanderson-Mongin  gave  an 
address  on  "My  Trip  to  Europe."  Special  emphasis  was  laid  on  Paris, 
of  which  Madame  had  interesting  pictures. 

Two  weeks  later  Mr.  11  C.  Nicholas,  of  "The  Times,"  brought  home 
to  an  interested  audience  the  responsibility  of  youth  to  the  world. 
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October  23rd  was  our  next  date.  This  "Lit"  marked  the  first  of  our 
student  programmes.  D.  M.  Goudie  gave  a  talk  on  "Dickens,  the 
Dickens  He  Was,"  and  was  supported  by  readings  of  Dickensonian 
dialogues  by  Miss  Forbes,  Mr.  Dee  and  Mr.  Blackett.  Dancing  and 
refreshments  rounded  out  the  evening. 

Next  came  a  keenly  contested  debate  between  Mr.  Vincent  and 
Miss  Payne,  of  the  Sophs.,  against  Mr.  Blackett  and  Miss  Cleveland, 
of  the  Freshman  year,  on  the  proposition,  "Resolved  that  the  Hindu 
should  be  granted  the  franchise  in  B.  C."  The  decision  went  to  the 
affirmative  and  Second  Year. 

Mr.  Christie,  a  week  later,  gave  an  exceedingly  interesting  lantern 
lecture   on  "Astronomy." 

February  22nd  was  booklovers'  night,  Miss  Stewart,  of  the 
Carnegie  Library,  speaking  on  the  profession  of  librarian. 

Our  final  gathering  took  place  two  weeks  later,  when  a  record 
attendance  of  the  Society  listened  with  great  interest  to  an  address 
on  "Modern  American  Poets,"  by  Mr.  Franklin  Levirs,  and  another 
on  "E.  A.  Poe,"  by  Mr.  D'Arcy  Marsh.  Great  credit  reflects  on 
both  the  speakers.  Refreshments  were  served  and  the  meeting  wound 
up  with  a  dance. 


TO  MY  LOVE 

Sweet,  white-clad,  mystic  maiden  fair, 
Thou  winsome  foe  of  grey  dull  care, 
I  love  thee  well,  oftimes  I  press 
Thy  soothing  lips  in  fond  caress. 

My  mistress  thou;  sublime,  serene, 
A  solace  hid  in  sombre  sheen 
Of  elfin  mists,  a  slumbrous  fire 
To  tinge  with  rose  all  heart's  desire. 

For  carnal  wealth  and  pomp's  parade, 
And  easeful  life  with  death  portrayed 
As  nothing  but  a  cunning  jest 
To  bring  the  worms  much  happiness. 

My  passion,  love,  so  some  maintain, 
Has  brought  about  a  craven's  brain 
Responsive  to  my  evil  parts 
So,  shorn  am  I  of  scholar's  arts. 

Bereft  of  health  and  home  content 
I  woo  thee  still,  cruel  siren  bent 
On  keeping  me  from  fame.    And  yet, 
I  love  thee  well — my  Cigarette  ! 

Page  Twenty-Six 


Victoria  College  annual 


EDITORIAL 

Editor:    J.  O.  McNamee 
Associate  Editors:    F.  R.  Mclntyre,  G.  G.  Vincent,  Miss  E.  Dee 
Art  Editor:     G.  McCann 
Business  Board:    E.  R.  G.  Richardson,  W.  C.  Ozard,  Miss  D.  E.  Payne 

WE  are  the  trail-makers,  and  this  poor  book  is  but  the  promise 
of  better  ones  to  come — a  long,  long  line  of  them  ever  improving 
and  ever  expanding  as  Victoria  College  expands.  This  is  the 
first  annual  the  students  have  attempted ;  like  all  pioneer  work  it  is 
replete  with  imperfections.  Please  pardon  them.  If,  by  any  chance, 
it  should  give  you  some  enjoyment  then  thank  those  people  who 
handled  its  finances  and  solicited  advertisements.  They  have  had  a 
desperate  struggle. 

It  is  with  justifiable  pride  that  the  students  of  Victoria  College 
received  the  news  that  the  honorary  degree  LL.D.  has  been  conferred 
upon  our  principal  by  his  Alma  Mater,  Aberdeen  University.  ' 

Doctor  Paul  has  been  connected  with  the  educational  institutions 
of  this  Province  for  many  years,  and  the  students  of  this  College  feel 
extremely  fortunate  in  having  him  at  their  head. 

Doctor  Paul  has  undoubtedly  been  greatly  responsible  for  the  high 
endeavour  and  "esprit  de  corps"  which  has  become  so  apparent  in  this 
institution,  for  he  has  given  unfailing  aid  to  all  student  activities.  We 
feel  that  in  receiving  this  degree  he  has  gained  an  honour  which  is 
only  his  due. 

The  Annual  Board  wish,  on  their  own  behalf  and  on  behalf  of 
the  whole  student  body,  to  express  their  keen  appreciation  of  his 
encouragement  and  support,  and  to  congratulate  him  on  this  signal 
honour  conferred  upon  him. 

We  wish  to  extend  our  congratulations  to  those  who  last  month 
were  chosen  to  carry  on  the  commendable  work  of  President  Levirs 
and  Secretary-Treasurer  Miss  Leeming.  We  all  know  the  unending 
duties  which  fall  to  the  lot  of  these  hard-working  officers,  and 
the  heavy  responsibility  attached  to  their  positions;  and  we  sincerely 
hope  that  our  future  president,  Harry  Dee,  and  secretary-treasurer, 
Raymond  Bowers  may  be  enabled  to  carry  on  the  work  with  that  success 
which  crowned  the  efforts  of  their  predecessors. 

***** 

The  College  optimist — Washington  McTurk,  of  the  Players'  Club 
and  the  Annual  Ball  Committee.  He  still  believes  the  students  to  be 
self-governed. 
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He  was  the  meanest  Freshman  of  them  all  who  first  suggested 
that  the  U.  B.  C.  select: — 

"I  Never  Miss  the  Sunshine 
(I'm  So  Used  To  the  Rain)." 

for  its  college  song. 


TO  RODIN'S  STATUE  "LE  PENSEUR" 

(In  the  Shade  of  the  Pantheon,  Paris) 

Cold  figure  of  carven  stone !    Oh  thou 

Who  sittest  there  with  ruffled  brow 

Whose  every  feature  bears  the  stamp  of  care! 

Cold  stone  thou  art,  and,  yet,  I  think 

Immortal.    Thou  did'st  come  to  drink 

Full  deeply  of  the  waters  of  despair. 

If  the  sculptor  who,  with  infinite  skill, 

Fashioned  you  thus  possessed  both  the  will 

And  the  power  to  kindle  within  you  the  fire  of  life ; 

And  if  those  troubled,  sightless  eyes 

Could  see  this  busy  street  that  lies 

Before  them — with  its  crowds  and  its  endless  strife. 

If  you  could  travel  to  other  lands 

And  see  for  yourself  the  towns  the  hands 

Of  man  have  made,  the  ships  that  wend  their  way 

Across  the  sea,  and  the  many  stains 

Of  battle,  and  the  grey  remains 

Of  the  glorious  empires  of  a  bygone  day. 

Then  would  thy  restless  brain  find  peace? 

Would  that  throbbing  end  and  that  yearning  cease? 

Alas,  though  time  has  passed,  man  still  must  sigh, 

And — helpless  prey  to  doubts  and  fears — 

Must  hope  to  find  in  future  years 

An  answer  to  the  great  unanswered  "Why?" 

— D.  G.  M. 
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WHERE  ANGELS  FEAR  TO  TREAD 

I LOOKED  at  my  companion  with  some  curiosity.  He  was  tall  and 
refined — a  man  of  middle-age  with  a  lean,  well-bred  face  and  hair 
slightly  grizzled  at  the  temples.  His  tanned,  clean-shaven  face 
spoke  of  a  life  spent  largely  out  of  doors;  his  well-fitting  dinner  jacket, 
his  general  air  of  prosperity  and  refinement  made  me  think  that  he 
was  not  only  a  rich  man,  but  one  who  had  been  born  so.  He  was  an 
excellent  talker,  well  travelled  and  well  read — a  man  of  considerable 

charm.    And  yet,  there  was  something  . 

He  had  a  peculiar  way  of  darting  sudden  glances  at  one ;  a 
nervous — and  rather  irritating — habit  of  drumming  on  the  table  with 
his  fingers. 

Early  that  afternoon  I  had  made  his  acquaintance  for  the  first 
time — in  the  bar  of  the  Carlton.  The  warming  properties  of  a  couple 
of  whiskeys  and  sodas  had  sufficiently  broken  down  the  barriers  of  our 
English  reserve  for  us  to  discover  that  we  had  much  in  common.  )Ye 
had  both  recently  returned  to  London  after  a  lapse  of  some  years;  both 
had  found  the  place  changed  almost  beyond  belief  —  the  old  land- 
marks either  so  altered  as  to  defy  recognition,  or  else  totally  obliterated; 
our  friends  gone,,  or  lost  amid  the  city's  teeming  millions.  As  a  con- 
sequence we  had  felt  between  us  a  very  strong  bond.  On  the  strength 
of  it  we  had  dined  together  at  "Simpson's" — which,  thank  heaven,  was 
comparatively  unaltered.  After  the  meal  we  had  automatically  gravi- 
tated into  the  Empire — that  haunt  of  revelry  in  times  that  were — to 
find  "The  Promenade"  swept  .away,  and  the  revue  (which  was  once  pro- 
verbial) replaced  by — horrors  of  horrors! — a  moving  picture  show.  Dis- 
consolately we  had  wandered  back,  by  way  of  Shaftsbury  Avenue, 
to  Piccadilly,  to  take  refuge  at  last  at  a  small  table  in  a  corner  of 
the  Cafe  Monico. 

"Strange  thing,  isn't  it?"  I  ventured  at  last,  "to  come  back  from 
some  God-forsaken  place  for  a  pleasure  trip  and  to  find — this.  Do  you 
know  what's  the  matter?  We've  been  away  too  long — got  out  of  the 
run  of  things.  Can't  be  helped,  I  suppose.  Though  it's  a  rotten  disillu- 
sionment. Up  in  the  Caribou  I've  lain  awake  night  after  night  think- 
ing of,  hoping,  praying  for  this.  And  now — I  wish  to  God  I'd  never 
come.    I  expect  you  also  were  looking  forward  to  it?" 

He  gave  me  one  of  his  queer,  sidelong  glances. 

"Yes,  I've  worked  for  seven  years  with  no  other  goal  in  view.  I 
sometimes  wonder  how  I  have  ever  managed  it.  Do  you  know  ,  for 
weeks  on  end,  in  Sydney,  Australia,  I've  slept  out  on  a  bench — without 
the  price  of  a  bed  in  my  pockets;  I've  scraped  barnacles  off  the  bottoms 
of  heaven  knows  how  many  boats;  I've  travelled  as  a  deck  hand  from 
Sydney  to  Vancouver,  from  Vancouver  to  Yokohama,    For  a  year  I 
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worked  for  a  mining  administration  at  a  little  place  called  Chin  Wung 
Tao,  back  in  the  interior  of  China.  I  tell  you,  if  the  wicked  when 
they  died  were  sent  to  Chin  Wung  Tao,  and  were  able  to  communicate 
with  their  friends  who  were  still  alive,  in  ten  years  we  would  have 
a  perfect  world.  It  is  the  most  desolate,  accursed  spot  on  the  face  of 
the  globe — only  one  other  white  man  there  with  me.  All  we  did  was 
to  attempt  to  keep  comparatively  cool,  and  to  drink  a  sort  of  inferior 
methylated  spirit  which  we  bought  for  a  high  price  in  bottles  labelled 
"Finest  Scotch."  And,  talking  of  drinking,  let's  have  another  brandy 
and  soda." 

He  hailed  a  passing  waiter,  gave  an  order,  and  turned  once  more 
to  me. 

"Well,  to  cut  a  long  story  short,  I  eventually  got  back  to  Australia, 
and,  at  last,  struck  gold — up  in  the  heart  of  the  Blue  Mountains.  It 
was  one  of  those  strokes  of  good  fortune  that  sometimes  come  to  a 
man  when  he  has  reached  about  zero.  In  two  years  I  was  worth  a 
quarter  of  a  million  sterling.  I  sold  out,  and  came  home — to  fulfill 
a  certain  promise  I  made — seven  years  ago." 

His  tone,  in  spite. of  a  certain  casualness,  aroused  my  interest. 

"A  promise!    To  do  what?" 

Suddenly  his  demeanour  alterd.  He  leaned  across  the  small 
coffee-stained  table,  and  seemed  to  transfix  me  with  his  penetrating 
grey  eyes. 

"I  shall  tell  you,  if  you  like,  because,  in  all  probability  after  to- 
night we  will  never  cross  tracks  again.  I  came  back  (he  leaned 
nearer  and  lowered  his  tone)  to  kill  a  man." 

"I  experienced  a  thrill  of  astonishment,  a  thrill  quickly  followed 
by  a  wave  of  nausea  which  seemed  to  engulf  me.  The  glittering  lights 
from  the  long  chandeliers ;  the  walls — once  rather  gaudy,  now  dimmed 
and  sobered  by  the  cigarette  smoke  of  a  quarter  of  a  century — ;  the 
music,  and  voices,  and  laughter  seemed  to  fade  into  the  distance.  I  was 
but  dimly  conscious  of  them.  My  attention  was  rivetted  on  the  lean 
face  and  piercing  grey  eyes  opposite  me. 

"I  left  England,"  he  went  on  implacably,  "under  the  shadow  of 
disgrace  —  undeserved,  but  nevertheless  unbearable.  The  man  who 
brought  it  about — how,  does  not  matter — and  who  wrecked  my  hap- 
piness, married  the  girl  to  whom,  before  my  fall,  I  was  engaged.  For 
seven  years  I  carried  the  memory  of  the  injustice  in  my  heart,  and 
I  came  back  with  an  unflinching  purpose.  I  discovered  that  they  were 
on  "easy  street" — living  in  style  on  Fitzjohn's  Avenue,  Hampstead. 
I  went  up  and  took  a  look  ot  their  place — a  lovely  house  standing  in 
its  own  grounds,  and  almost  entirely  cut  off  from  the  street  by  a 
high  wall  and  a  row  of  trees. 
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Since  then,  however,  I  found  out  something  else.  In  the  old 
days  at  Cambridge  (we  were  in  the  same  year,  you  know)  he  used 
to  be  mad  about  chemistry.  Damn  clever  at  it,  too.  I  thought — until 
a  couple  of  days  ago — that  after  he  graduated  he  had  given  it  up. 
Now  I  know  differently.  Way  down  in  the  heart  of  the  slums,  in  the 
East  End,  he  has  an  office — if  you  could  call  it  such.  It's  on  the  top 
floor  of  a  house  in  Viel  Street,  just  off  the  East  India  Dock  Road. 
What  he  does  there  I  don't  know — yet.  Something  pretty  shady  I 
should  imagine — it  would  have  to  be  to  cause  a  man  of  his  position 
to  habitually  visit  such  a  place.  He  goes  there  practically  every  night, 
and,  since  he  has  no  official  profession,  I  should  imagine  that  from 
his  work  there  he  derives  most  of  his  income. 

Well,  I  could  notify  the  police.  But  I  prefer  not.  To  begin  with 
I  have  nothing  definite  against  the  fellow ;  and,  secondly,  I  look  upon 
this  as  a  personal  affair — I  want  for  myself  the  pleasure  of  settling  up 
his  account.  But  I  can't  do  it  single-handed  (he  looked  at  me  intently. 
I  shifted  uneasily  in  my  chair,  and  began  to  curse  the  whim  which 
that  morning  had  brought  me  into  the  Carlton  bar).  Except  you  I 
don't  know  a  soul  in  London.  You  and  I  have  been  acquainted  for 
less  than  seven  hours,  but,  in  spite  of  that,  I'm  going  to  " 

"No.    I— I'm  damned  !" 

"Listen,"  he  said,  ignoring  the  interruption.  "There  is  no  danger. 
You  will  have  to  do  nothing  of  which  you  need  be  ashamed.  The  man 
is  a  parasite — a  pest  to  society ;  he  doesn't  deserve  to  live.  And,  yet,  I 
am  going  to  give  him  a  chance.  My  idea  is  not  an  original  one — in  the 
world  of  crime  it  would  probably  be  called  hackneyed.  But  it  is  a 
sporting  offer.  I  have  in  my  pocket  a  box  containing  ten  tablets.  Five 
of  them  are  deadly  poison  ;  five  are  harmless.  I  am  going  to  make  him 
choose — one.  As  for  the  result — it  shall  be  in  the  hands  of  Kismet. 
If  he  is  lucky  in  his  choice,  I  shall  let  him  go  scot  free.  All  I  would 
require  of  you  is  that  you  come  with  me — to  prevent  a  struggle  and 
the  ensuing  risk  of  my  having  to  kill  him  in  cold  blood.  As  I  said, 
his  "office"  is  on  the  top  floor.  Outside  the  house  is  a  fire  escape.  I 
want  you  to  climb  up  it  and  to  stand  outside  his  window,  there  is  a 
landing  at  that  point,  and,  if  he  should  show  fight,  to  cover  him  with 
this  unloaded  colt.  He  will  be  there  to-night.  Now,  will  you  help 
me?    Heaven  knows  I  have  justice  on  my  side." 

I  think  at  that  moment  I  must  have  been  insane.  Whether  it  was 
the  brandy  I  had  drunk,  or  the  man's  personality  which  was  beginning 
to  dominate  me,  or  else,  that  love  of  adventure  which  lies  dormant  in 
us  all,  I  cannot  say.  But  the  fact  remains  that  at  that  moment  I 
was  not  normal.    I  leaned  across  the  table  : — 

"God  forgive  me,"  I  muttered,  "but  I'll  do  it." 

******* 
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The  taxi  sped  along  Piccadilly  at  a  fair  rate — for  it  was  too  late 
for  the  usual  traffic  congestion — and  turned  into  Park  Lane.  After  that 
I  became  so  engrossed  in  my  thoughts  that  I  forgot  to  notice  where 
we  were  going.  Several  times  I  glanced  at  the  man  next  to  me.  He 
sat  staring  straight  ahead  with  a  set  face,  and  in  his  eyes  an  expression 
difficult  to  describe.  How  long  we  sat  thus  I  cannot  tell.  I  remember 
my  train  of  thought  was  abruptly  broken  as  we  turned  into  a  busy, 
narrow  street — a  street  with  flaring  lights  and  hustling,  flashily-dressed 
crowds.  Though  born  in  London  I  had  never  been  so  far  east  before 
and  I  was  struck  with  the  incongruity  of  the  place.  For  here — where 
all  things  seem  tainted  with  the  grime  of  London — Vice  and  Misery 
walk  hand  in  hand  with  Gaiety.  My  ears  were  assailed  by  the  jangling 
of  a  street-organ  ;  my  nose  by  a  smell  of  fish-and-chips  and  drains. 

"East  India  Dock  Road,"  whispered  my  companion.  And  then, 
quite  suddenly  we  were  plunged  into  the  gloom  of  a  back  street.  The 
car  began  to  lurch  and  rattle  over  the  uneven  surface.  I  could  see, 
where  fell  the  dull  radiance  of  the  street-lamps,  pools  of  water,  and 
litters  of  debris.  About  a  hundred  yards  down  the  cab  came  to  a 
standstill.  Telling  the  driver  to  wait,  my  companion  got  out  and  bade 
me  follow  him.  When  we  were  out  of  earshot  I  commented  upon  the 
rashness  of  leaving  the  man  there — or,  indeed  of  taking  him  as  far  as 
the  East  End. 

"That's  quite  all  right,"  was  the  reply,  "he  thinks  we  are  going 
to  some  "dive"  to  get  a  jolt  of  opium.  This  district's  full  of  such 
places — people  from  the  West  End  come  down  every  night." 

After  four  or  five  minutes  he  stopped  before  No.  42.  There  was 
not  a  soul  in  sight — even  the  taxi  was  not  visible,  for  we  had  turned 
a  corner. 

"Here  we  are,"  he  muttered.  "Here's  the  fire-escape.  Up  you 
go — quickly.    You've  got  the  gun  !    That's  the  window  !" 

I  gazed  up  at  the  tall,  gaunt,  crumbling  building.  From  a  window 
apparently  under  the  eaves  came  a  glimmer  of  light. 

"Don't  forget  to  give  me  a  signal  when  you  get  there.  Ell  go  in 
at  the  door — it's  never  locked. 

Slowly  and  carefully  (for  years  of  neglect  had  left  their  traces 
of  rust  and  decay)  I  ascended  the  rickety  fire  escape.  At  length  I 
reached  the  landing  and  peered  in  through  the  open  window.  I  saw  a 
room — or  rather  a  garret — about  eight  yards  by  twelve.  The  floor  was 
devoid  of  carpet,  the  walls  of  paper  or  paint.  In  one  corner  was  a  pile 
of  straw,  in  another  a  table  and  chair.  Otherwise  the  room  was  bare. 
Seated  at  this  table — with  his  back  to  the  window — was  a  man.  He 
was  dressed  in  a  shirt  and  a  pair  of  pants.  His  hair — long  and 
ruffled — had  apparently  not  felt  a  brush  or  comb  for  many  a  clay.  He 
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was  writing-  by  the  flickering  light  of  a  candle  which  protruded  from 
the  neck  of  an  old  bottle.    Certainly  it  was  an  unusual  office. 

Now  that  I  was  no  longer  under  the  influence  of  the  man  below, 
my  nerve  seemed  to  have  deserted  me.  It  was  eerie  up  there,  with  the 
chilly  wind  blowing  on  my  hands  and  face;  and  that  scent  in  my  nostrils 
which  is  peculiar  to  Limehouse — a  mingling  of  nauseating  odours  of 
a  Western  slum  and  the  sweet,  indefinable  smell  of  China ;  with  the 
voice  of  the  city  whispering  in  my  ears — a  strange  hum  not  quite  like 
anything  else  in  the  world.  A  drop  of  water — from  some  faulty  drain- 
pipe—fell on  my  hand.  It  sent  an  odd  shiver  through  me.  On  my 
right,  through  a  gap  in  the  otherwise  unbroken  line  of  houses,  I  caught 
a  glimpse  of  the  great  grey  desert  of  London — bestarred  with  a  myriad 
twinkling  lights.  I  fell  to  wondering  whether  anyone  else  in  the  city 
was  bound  upon  so  strange  or  terrible  a  mission. 

Suddenly  mustering  up  my  courage,  I  turned  and  gave  the  signal 
— a  flash  from  an  electric  torch.  Then — too  late — I  noticed  that  there 
were  three  figures  in  the  road.  One,  whom  I  recognized — was  in  the 
middle.  The  other  two  were  holding  his  arms.  They  were  standirig 
in  the  light  of  a  street  lamp,  and  I  saw  one  of  them  beckon  to  me 
to  descend.  I  suppose,  had  I  been  an  experienced  criminal,  I  would 
have  made  a  sensational  "get  away"  across  the  roofs.  But,  being  only 
an  amateur,  I  could  think  of  nothing  better  to  do  than  to  climb  down. 
This  I  did  ,and  approached  them  sheepishly  —  my  heart  pounding 
against  my  ribs.    An  accomplice  to  an  attempt  at  murder ! 

"Who  is  this  gentleman,  Sir  Henry?"  inquired  the  smaller  of 
the  two  men. 

The  man  who  brought  me  into  my  present  plight  regarded  me  for 
some  time  with  a  puzzled  air. 

"Never  seen  him  before  in  my  life,"  he  replied  at  length. 

"B-B-But— "  I  ejaculated. 

The  smaller  man  again  spoke  : — 

"You  need  not  explain,  Sir.  I  am  afraid  it  is  we  who  owe  you 
an  apology.  My  friend,  Sir  Henry  Gibson,  is  not  quite  himself.  Poor 
fellow,  he  used  to  be  a  great  traveller  before  he  was  struck  on  the  head 
by  a  falling  bough.  Since  then  he  suffered  from  delusions.  I  see  he 
has  been  up  to  his  old  games.  He  lives  with  us  at  Brandon  Manor. 
We  are  his — er — his — er — his — well,  we  look  after  him,  you  know," 

"But — the— the  man  up  there,"  I  indicated  the  light  from  the 
window  above. 

"Oh,  he  is  an  old  fellow  Sir  Henry  used  to  visit— he  was  a  bit 
of  a  philanthropist,  you  know.  If  he  gives  us  the  slip  we  usually 
find  him  here.  He  escaped  yesterday  morning,  with  a  suit  case  and 
about  sixty  pounds.  We  have  a  car  around  the  corner — perhaps  you 
will  permit  us  to  drive  you  home." 
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"Thanks,"  I  replied,  "but  I  believe  I've  a  taxi  waiting  for  me." 

Back  in  my  room  at  the  Cecil  I  sat  down  to  smoke  a  pipe,  and  to 
think  over  the  events  of  the  past  few  hours.  I  was  still  rather  dazed 
but  not  too  stupified  to  miss  the  humour  of  it.  I  had  been  wrong. 
London  was  the  same  as  ever.  True,  "The  Promenade"  had  gone ;  the 
Empire  had  degenerated  into  a  cinema  theatre ;  the  old  land-marks 
were  being  demolished.  But  the  old  city  itself  was  unchanged.  It 
could  still  provide  an  evening's  entertainment — even  for  one  who  had 
become  a  stranger. 

— D.  G.  MARSH. 


POEMS  BY  W.  C.  OZARD 
The  Tarn 

There  is  a  tarn,  a  limpid  amber-brown, 
Encircled  by  the  sword-like,  quivering  sedge, 
Where  every  smile  of  Heaven  and  each  frown 
Is  mirrored,  clear  and  pure,  from  edge  to  edge. 

There  is  no  rock,  no  green  and  mossy  mound, 
That  mars  the  crystal-clearness  of  that  pool ; 
There  is  no  noise,  no  harsh  and  grating  sound 
That  jars  when  all  is  silent,  hush'd  and  cool. 

There,  when  the  dawn  is  flushing  in  the  sky, 
The  amber  bosom  of  that  crystal  pool, 
Changes  to  saffron  ere  the  sedges  sigh, 
'Wakened  by  zephyrs,  whispering  sweet  and  cool. 

Nocturnal  voices,  faint,  among  the  trees, 
Just  break  the  silence,  when  the  shadows  fall, 
And  when  the  sedges  tremble  in  the  breeze, 
Soft,  comes  the  vesper-sparrow's  silver  call. 
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Song 

Speak,  silent  voice, 
From  out  the  mist  of  years, 

Let  me  rejoice, 
And  smile  through  my  tears. 

Come  in  my  days, 
My  thoughts,  my  waking  hours, 

And  then  my  ways, 
Will  be  as  strewn  with  flow'rs. 

Come  in  my  dreams, 
And  let  me  see  your  smile, 

And  let  its  beams, 
Comfort  me  awhile. 

Come  back  to  me, 
From  out  the  distant  past, 

Come,  come  to  me, 
And  give  me  peace  at  last. 


Sunset  Thoughts 

When  sunsets  flame  with  rainbow-variant  hue, 

Lighting  the  West,  where  radiant  clouds,  on  high, 

Change  in  their  shape,  and  colours,  ever  new, 

Golden,  and  rose,  and  crimson  stain  the  sky, 

Never  the  same ;  a  Spectacle  divine ; 

Can  one  who  sees  with  a  discerning  eye 

This  glorious  pageant,  say  there  is  no  sign 

Of  that  great  Master  Hand  who  plann'd  it  all? 

Can  one,  who  cannot  see  the  Great  Design, 

Remain  untouched,  and  vainly  build  a  wall 

Of  Prejudice  against  the  loving  Mind 

That  sees,  with  pain,  the  helpless  sparrow  fall? 

Who  can  but  feel  throughout  it  all,  the  kind 

And  thoughtful  Heart,  that  leaves  but  love  behind? 
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SPORTS 


WOMEN'S  ATHLETIC  REPORT 


'HE  women's  athletics  for  this  year  have  been  fairly  successful,  con- 


sidering the  small  number  of  students  interested.    In  September 


a  vain  attempt  was  made  to  form  a  grass  hockey  team ;  fortunately 
more  interest  was  shown  in  basketball.  It  was  possible,  with  the  able 
and  willing  assistance  of  our  coach,  Jeff  Bothwell,  to  select  a  team 
to  represent  the  College  in  the  City  Ladies'  Basketball  League.  The 
team  was  as  follows  :  Forwards,  Joan  French,  Jean  Musgrave ;  centre, 
Flora  Musgrave;  guards,  Nancy  Ross,  Francis  Bennett. 

The  League  results  were  :  — 

December  7th — College  vs.  V.I. A. A. — Won  by  default. 
December  14th — College  vs.  Normal — Lost,  20-10. 
January  18th — College  vs.  High  School  "B" — Won,  11-4. 
February  15th — College  vs.  Ex.  Normals — Lost,  12-11. 
February  29th— College  vs.  V.A.S.C.— Lost,  17-16. 
March  7th — College  vs.  Telephone — Won,  24-6. 
March  14th— College  vs.  High  School  "A"— Lost,  14-13. 

Probably  the  most  exciting  games  played  by  the  College  in  the 
League  were  against  the  V.A.S.C.  and  the  High  School  "A"  teams. 
Although  defeated  by  a  single  point,  in  each  case,  the  College  team 
put  up  a  good  fight. 

In  addition  to  these  games,  there  were  those  against  Normal, 
High  School  and  Varsity.  In  Victoria  the  College  girls  inflicted  a 
crushing  defeat  on  the  Varsity  "B"  team,  by  a  score  of  20-4,  but 
the  tables  were  turned  in  Vancouver,  when  the  Varsity  "A"  retaliated 
with  a  score  of  11-0. 

The  Vancouver  trip  was  the  most  outstanding  event  of  the  season. 
The  team  was  ably  chaperoned  by  Miss  Cann,  and  was  well  entertained 
by  the  Varsity.  A  dance  was  held  in  the  Normal  gym  after  the 
games  and  the  teams,  although  tired,  were  able  to  "trip  the  light 
fantastic  toe"  to  the  melodious  strains  of  the  Varsity  orchestra. 

We  hope  that  in  the  future  more  interest  will  be  shown  in  women's 
athletics  and  that  they  will  play  a  larger  part  in  the  student  activities 
of  the  College. 
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RUGBY  REPORT 


GREAT  deal  of  interest  in  rubgy  football  was  shown  by  the 


students  this  year.    This  resulted  in  making  the  season  1923-24 


the  most  successful  in  the  annals  of  College  rugby.  There  were 
over  twenty  applicants  for  positions  on  the  team.  As  a  result  of  this 
enthusiasm  the  College  boasts  of  having  produced  a  first-class  fifteen. 
Unfortunately  the  schedule  of  the  City  Intermediate  League  had  been 
arranged,  and  as  it  could  not  be  changed,  we  were  unable  to  enter 
our  team.  Barred  from  the  league,  some  of  the  fellows  displayed  their 
keenness  by  joining  other  teams  in  order  to  be  able  to  play  on  Satur- 
days. One  of  these  enthusiasts,  Don  Maclean,  was  crowned  with 
success.  He  obtained  a  position  on  the  Victoria  Rep.  Team.  The 
college  was  successful  in  getting  eight  games  in  town  and  one  in 
Vancouver. 

The  results  were  : — 

College  vs.  Victoria  High  School — Won,  9-0. 

College  vs.  Oak  Bay  High  School — Won,  21-0. 

College  vs.  Normal  School— Won,  6-0. 

College  vs.  Victoria  High  School — Won,  27-0. 

College  vs.  Normal  School — Won,  10-0. 

College  vs.  University  School — Loss,  6-0. 

College  vs.  Oak  Bay  High  School — Won,  44-0. 
College  vs.  University  School — Draw,  0-0. 

College  vs.  U.  B.  C.  Intermediate — Loss,  6-5. 
The  Varsity  game  was  looked  forward  to  with  great  enthusiasm, 
and  all  the  players  were  bent  on  "making"  the  fifteen  to  represent 
the  College  against  the  formidable  opponents.  This  fact  enabled  us 
to  put  in  a  month  of  strenuous  training.  When  we  left  on  Friday, 
January  8th,  we  were  accompanied  by  twenty  loyal  supporters. 

In  Vancouver  the  following  represented  the  College :  Full-back, 
Noel;  three-quarters,  Shaw  (Capt.),  Caviness,  Mathewson,  Graham; 
half-backs,  McLean  and  Beatty;  forwards,  Adamson,  Champion,  Goudie, 
Hastings,  McCann,  Olsen,  Pollard,  Russell. 

The  game  was  played  at  Brocton  Point,  and  a  very  hard  combat 
was  witnessed  by  the  spectators.  The  clash  with  the  Varsity  Inter- 
mediates resulted  in  a  victory  for  the  home  team  by  6-5,  a  very 
close  score. 

A  dance  was  held  in  the  Normal  Gymnasium  after  the  basket- 
ball games,  and  all  those  concerned  enjoyed  themselves  thoroughly. 
As  we  left  for  home  on  Saturday  night,  sighs  of  regret  were  heard 
on  every  side. 

If  the  keen  interest  now  shown  in  rugby  at  the  College  is  main- 
tained, no  doubt,  in  the  near  future,  we  will  be  the  proud  possessor 
of  a  championship  team. 
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MEN'S  BASKETBALL  REPORT 

THE  men's  basketball  team  has  been  very  successful  this  year,  and 
has  played  some  very  fast  and  interesting  games.  In  four  engage- 
ments with  the  Normal  School  they  broke  even.  These  games 
were  remarkably  close,  and  the  two  teams  so  well  balanced  that  even 
to  the  final  whistle  the  results  were  always  in  doubt.  In  the  first 
game  with  the  High  School  the  College  was  successful  by  a  score 
of  38-22;  the  second  game  was  lost,  though  by  a  much  closer  score,  26-22. 

One  of  the  big  games  of  the  year  took  place  when  the  University 
of  B.  C.  "A"  team  came  over  from  the  Mainland.  The  College  lost  this 
game  only  after  a  hard,  fast  struggle,  but  in  the  return  engagement 
they  succeeded  in  defeating  their  old  rivals  in  one  of  the  fastest  games 
of  the  year,  by  a  score  of  25-11. 

The  College  men  were  rather  handicapped  this  season,  owing  t  :> 
the  fact  that  each  player  on  the  team  also  played  on  one  or  other 
of  the  city  squads.  They  were  thus  unable  to  enter  any  league',  and 
were  forced  to  rely  solely  on  a  few  independent  games  to  develop  their 
team  play. 

The  support  given  by  the  student  body  has  for  the  most  part 
been  confined  to  a  few  loyal  supporters ;  but  it  is  hoped  that  next 
year  a  greater  interest  will  be  shown  in  the  team. 

Summary  : — 

College  vs.  Normal — Won  by  Normal,  27-26. 
College  vs.  High  School — Won  by  College,  38-22. 
College  vs.  Normal — Won  by  College,  27-24. 
College  vs.  U.  B.  C— Won  by  U.  B.  C,  32-26. 
College  vs.  Normal — Won  by  College,  22-20. 
College  vs.  High  School — Won  by  High  School,  26-22. 
College  vs.  U.  B.  C  —  Won  by  College,  25-11. 
College  vs.  Normal — Won  by  Normal,  26-24. 
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FIRST  YEAR  STUDENTS 


Margaret  Jean  Adam 

Laurence  John  Lindsay  Adamson 

Douglas  Carle  Alcon 

Amy  Charlotte  Alexander 

Jennie  Louise  Andrews 

Ralph  Miller  Bagshaw 

Albert  Ernest  Bailey 

Edward  Norman  Baisler 

Frances  Mary  Bennet 

Harold  Wilfrid  Blackett 

William  Woodhouse  Blankentact 

George  Jeffrey  Bothwell 

Raymond  Victor  Bowers 

Ashley  Wilfred  Boyden 

Dorothy  Vivian  Carless 

Lena  Chappellow 

Hester  Catherine  Cleveland 

Emma  Alice  Coles 

Ruth  Ethlynn  Copeland 

Gordon  Frederick  Daniels 

Ethel wyn  Mary  Dee 

Henry  Drummond  Dee 

Isabel  Mina  Dee 

Dorothy  Jean  Dewar 

Alice  Lavinia  Dill 

Kathleen  Dwyer 

Florence  Torressa  Eagel 

Kathleen  Elizabeth  Everest 

Annie  Forbes 

Doris  Evelyn  Ford 

John  Bichan  Foubister 

Pauline  Victoria  Gardiner 

Ivy  Gardner 

Marguerite  Elizabeth  Genn 
Douglas  Moncrieff  Goudie 
Morton  Hawthorne  Graham 
Leslie  Ronald  Grant 
Wylie  Spencer  Grant 
Margaret  Compton  Green 
Dorothy  Elizabeth  Greenwood 
Donald  Victor  Greenwood* 
Hilda  Lillian  Ella  Guy 


Ora  Lucille  Hall 
Ian  Gordon  Hastings 
Helen  Hayward 
William  Hill 
Thomas  P.  Home 
John  Desmond  Howard 
Evelyn  Hudson 
Lenore  Hyndman 
Eileen  Anna  Hynes 
Dorothy  Anne  Jackson 
Robert  Allan  Killen 
Dorothy  Josephine  Kimball 
Irma  Irene  Knowlton 
Eunice  Kong 

Lionel  Hassell  Laing  1 

Laura  Llewella  Leigh 

Jessie  Rud  Macdonald 

Evelyn  MacFarlane 

Donald  Barrett  Maclean 

Edwin  Urquhart  Maclean 

Franics  Lavens  Mathewson 

Florence  Gertrude  McConnell 

Frederick  Ross  Mclntyre 

James  Owen  McNamee 

Caroline  Margaret  Menzies 

Sidney  Robert  Mitchell 

Jean  Isabel  Musgrave 

Gertrude  Mary  Nelson 

Chajo  Nishimoto 

Clifford  Floyd  Olson 

Mildred  Catherine  Orr 

Ivor  Parfitt 

Hugh  Cyril  Patrick 

Gladys  Violet  Pitt 

William  Frederick  Arnold  Pollard 

Audsley  Vernon  Rhodes 

Olive  Louise  Rines 

Winifred  Anne  Robson 

Nancy  Jean  Ross 

Georgia  Lindsay  Rudge 

Leslie  James  Russell 

Cecil  Howard  Sampson 
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May  Sandiford 


Francis  E.  Tuckey 
Nessie  Glover  Morton  Wallace 
Thomas  Patterson  West 
Emyln  Doreen  Whiitington 
Panva  Cecilia  Wilby 
Thomas  Goodricke  Wilson 
William  Henry  Winter 
Doris  May  Woolison 
John  Zarelli 


Cornelius  James  Smith 
Dorothea  May  Smith 


Robert  Arthur  Hamilton  Smith 


Gladys  Victoria  Tanner 
Edith  Una  Taylor 


George  Stewart  Taylor 
Gladys  Irene  Thompson 
Robert  Shilson  Thorpe 
Harold  James  Todd 


THE  WOULD-BE  POET 

The  Would-Be  Poet  sits  in  his  den 

With  rumpled  hair  and  harassed  eyes. 
Distractedly  he  bites  his  pen — 

For  to  Parnassus  would  he  rise. 

His  desk,  his  hair,  his  eyes,  are  wild, 
His  mien  exceedingly  perplexed. 

A  sea  of  crumpled  papers  piled 

In  sad  confusion  round  his  desk. 

The  hours  pass  by  and  still  he  sits 

Amid  that  awful  disarray, 
Still  racking  his  distracted  wits 

To  know  just  what  he  wants  to  say. 

Within  his  incoherent  mind 

It  was  elusive  themes  he  sought. 

Yet  none  to  suit  him  could  he  find 

Though  struggled  he  in  earnest  thought. 

He  heard  the  city  clock  strike  two, 

And  then  his  lights  just  flickered  out. 

The  inkwell  off  the  table  flew 
As  rose  the  poet  with  a  shout. 

"All  night  I've  tried  to  'burn  the  muse,' 
And  yet  I've  only  burnt  the  light. 

The  deuce  !  My  shins  !  Confound  that  fuse  ! 
I'm  off  to  bed,"  he  growled,  "Good-night !" 


—LENA  CHAPPELLOW,  Arts  '26. 
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RETIRED  FROM  THE  SEA 


NE  bitterly  cold  autumn  night  of  the  year — ,  a  violent  storm 


ranged  along  the  northeast  coast  of  Scotland.    To  the  solitary 


figure  of  a  man  who  sought  what  poor  shelter  was  afforded  by 
an  overhanging  ledge,  somewhere  along  that  rugged  coast,  it  seemed 
that  all  the  forces  of  nature  had  risen  in  one  mad  onslaught  against 
the  land.  Like  one  caught  between  two  gigantic  combatants  he 
crouched  dazed  and  helpless  against  a  mass  of  granite  that  trembled 
at  every  shock.  A  jagged  flash  of  lightning  that  appeared  to  tear  the 
very  heavens  asunder,  quivered  through  the  black  clouds  overhead. 
For  an  instant  the  scene  was  rendered  clear  as  day ;  he  saw  the  seething 
waters,  the  cold,  phosphorescent  gleam  of  wet  rocks — then  everything 
descended  into  a  turmoil  of  darkness  and  confusion,  as  a  peal  of  thunder 
went  tumbling  through  the  sky. 

But  the  wretched  figure  never  stirred.  He  was  confused ;  and  the 
cold  blinding  spray  stung  him  like  so  many  sharp  points.  He  was 
saved,  perhaps.  He  had  been  fortunate  in  beaching  his  rowboat  just 
as  the  storm  broke ;  but  he  could  not  remain  where  he  was  to  die 
of  cold.     Moreover  he  was  hungry.    Perhaps  there  was  shelter  near 

at  hand  .    But  where?    Yes,  he  remembered  having  seen  a  path 

up  the  cliff-side  when  he  landed.  There  might  possibly  be  a  fisher's 
dwelling  above.  Why  had  he  not  thought  of  it  sooner?  He  found  it 
without  much  difficulty.  It  was  very  steep  and  slippery,  but  the  gale 
blowing  against  his  back  aided  him  wonderfully,  and  he  soon  reached 
the  top.  Throwing  himself  on  the  ground  from  the  violence  of  the 
wind,  he  looked  about  him,  but  the  darkness  was  impenetrable.  No, 

was  that  a  light  over  yonder?   But  it  seemed  so  high  up  that  it 

might  have  been  a  star  peeping  through  a  rent  in  the  clouds.  For 
some  minutes  he  remained  looking  steadily  at  it.  Yes,  it  must  be 
a  light,  for  it  still  remained  there,  very  faint,  but  steady. 

He  got  to  his  feet  and  half  running,  half  stumbling,  advanced  to- 
ward it.  It  grew  brighter  and  brighter  as  he  approached,  then  suddenly 
vanished  entirely  as  he  fell  against  a  rickety  wooden  shed.  He  felt 
his  way  around  it,  and  found  the  light  again.  Now  he  was  sure  of  it. 
It  issued  from  a  narrow  window  high  up  on  the  wall  of  a  dark  shadowy 
structure.  A  sudden  flash  of  lightning  revealed  a  half-ruined  old  castle 
which  reared  its  crumbling  towers  upon  a  ledge  overlooking  the  sea. 
The  man  shuddered  as  he  saw  how  close  he  was  to  the  cliff-edge, 
and  the  foaming  waves  dashing  about  among  the  sharp  rocks  far 
below — then  darkness. 

The  momentary  flash  had  been  sufficient  to  enable  the  fugitive  to 
discern  a  low  archway  in  the  high  wall  encircling  the  castle.  He 
entered  into  a  small  courtyard,  where  the  atmosphere  was  comparatively 
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calm.    A  long  slit  of  light  directly  ahead  of  him  suggested  a  possible 

doorway  into  the  building.    He  approached  and  knocked  upon  it  . 

No  answer.  Again  he  knocked.  The  third  time  the  door  was  opened 
slightly  and  someone  peered  out.  "What  be  ye  wanting,  stranger,  at 
this  untimely  hour  o'  nicht,"  came  a  voice  from  within. 

"I  was  forced  to  land  here  before  the  storm,"  answered  the  new- 
comer.   "I'm  a  stranger  to  these  parts." 

"A  stranger?  Aye,  an'  the  deil's  ain  pet  robber  for  aught  I  ken. 
Are  ye  alone?" 

"Yes,  very  much  so,  and  cold  and  hungry  into  the  bargain,"  replied 
the  other,  somewhat  impatiently,  between  chattering  teeth.  "Will 
you  have  the  goodness  to  give  me  food  and  lodging  for  the  night," 
whereupon  he  jungled  a  few  coins  in  his  hand. 

"Awa'  wi'  ye  siller,  mon,  step  in.  There's  a  seat  over  yonder  by 
the  fire.  I'll  go  see  the  laird."  Then  with  a  swift  glance  at  the  boyish 
face  of  the  stranger,  as  he  stepped  into  the  light,  at  his  drenched 
sailor's  jacket  and  trousers,  he  closed  the  door,  and  hobbled  off  through 
a  low  doorway  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

The  young  man  meanwhile  seated  himself  by  the  fireside,  and 
began  drying  and  warming  himself  by  its  cheerful  blaze. 

The  old  servant,  for  such  he  was,  returned  in  a  few  minutes  with 
a  few  garments  over  his  arm,  and  bade  the  newcomer  change  his  wet 
clothing.  A  meal  was  then  set  before  him,  and  while  he  ate,  the  old 
man  sat  quietly  watching  him,  evidently  with  great  interest,  from  the 
opposite  side  of  the  room. 

Having  ended  his  repast  he  rose,  whereupon  the  servant  took  up 
a  lighted  candle,  and  with  a  nod  to  the  other  to  follow,  passed  out 
into  a  dark  hallway,  up  a  flight  of  steps,  and  finally  paused  before  a 
heavy  oaken  door.    "Step  in,  lad,"  he  said,  as  he  swung  it  open. 

The  stranger  entered  and  the  door  was  quietly  closed.  He  stood 
for  a  moment  in  suspense,  uncertain  what  to  expect.  He  heard  the 
footfalls  die  away  and  cease  on  the  stone  steps  without,  and  a  feeling 
of  uneasiness  stole  over  him.  The  room  was  small  and  well 
lighted.  It  had  a  very  cosy  appearance  with  its  fireplace,  its  rows  of 
books  disposed  along  the  walls  and  the  table  and  two  chairs  which 
completed  its  scanty  furniture.  But  he  did  not  feel  altogether  com- 
fortable. He  had  that  feeling  that  somebody  was  watching  him,  as 
a  cat  watches  a  mouse. 

But  finally  a  man  rose  from  a  seat  before  the  hearth.  He  was  a 
rather  elderly  man,  past  the  prime  of  life,  and  his  dark  hair  was 
streaked  here  and  there  with  grey.  His  eyes  were  dark  and  penetrating, 
his  features  sharp  and  terminating  in  a  pointed  and  bearded  chin.  In 
general  appearance  he  was  at  once  striking  and  dignified,  and  any 
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apprehensions  which  the  newcomer  had  entertained,  were  at  once  dis- 
pelled as  the  old  man's  keen,  searching,  though  kindly  eyes  were 
directed  toward  him.  Then  the  man  drew  a  second  chair  before 
the  fire  and  bade  him  sit  down. 

"What  is  your  name,  boy?"  he  questioned  as  soon  as  they  were 
seated. 

"John  Murray,"  replied  the  newcomer. 

"John  Murray,"  mused  the  old  man,  gazing  dreamily  into  the 

blaze  .     "Then  you  may  call  me  Captain.     You  were  caught  in 

the  storm  ?"  he  asked,  looking  up. 

"Yes,  I  was  fishing  near  here  when  the  storm  drove  me  ashore. 

I  am  from  Port  D  ,  four  miles  down  the  coast."    Then,  after  a 

pause,  "You  are  retired  from  the  sea?" 

The  Captain  started  slightly  at  this  and  a  peculiar  expression 
passed  over  his  features.  He  raised  his  eyes  and  looked  vacantly  at 
his  companion,  then  bowed  his  head  and  remained  in  a  state  of  moody 
silence  with  his  gaze  fized  on  the  dancing  flames  at  his  feet.  Finally 
he  composed  himself.   "Yes,  I  have  seen  much  of  the  sea,"  he  murmured, 

without  looking  up.    "I  learned  to  love  it  once  upon  a  time  ,  I  still 

love  it,  yet  at  times  I  hate  it,"  he  went  on  half  dreamily.    "God  only 

knows  what  I  have  seen,          and  what, — : —  what  I  have  done,  

the  horrors  I  have  gone  through  !"  Here  he  covered  his  face  with  his 
hands,  and  a  violent  sob  heaved  his  bent  shoulders. 

The  other  was  surprised,  if  not  somewhat  startled  by  these  peculiar 
words  and  actions ;  he  remained  for  a  moment  half  in  doubt  as  to 
whether  or  no  he  was  in  the  presence  of  a  madman. 

A  painful  pause  ensued. 

The  Captain  looked  up  again.  The  haggard,  half-demented  expres- 
sion in  his  eyes  caused  the  young  man  to  draw  away  slightly.  "Boy, 
you  forgive  me  for  what  I  have  done,  do  you  not?"  he  asked,  thrusting 
out  his  hand  imploringly.    "Will  you,  boy?  Come,  tell  me  you  do." 

"What  have  I  to  forgive  you  for?"  said  the  other,  drawing  still 
further  away. 

The  Captain  drew  his  hand  over  his  brow,  and  rose  and  went 
over  to  the  only  window  in  the  room.  He  opened  it  and  thrust  his 
head  out  into  the  cold  air.  Finally  he  withdrew  it,  and  closed  the 
window  again. 

"Pardon  me,  boy,  I  have  been  drinking,  but  it  makes  me  forget,  

for  awhile.  You  wonder  at  me,  boy,"  he  said,  with  a  wistful  smile. 
"Perhaps  you  would  like  to  hear  my  story." 

The  other  nodded. 

The  Captain  seated  himself  once  more  and  lying  back  in  his  chair, 
began  the  following  narrative  :    "Many  years  ago  I  commanded  one  of 
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the  finest  line-of-battle  ships  in  the  King's  service.  I  had  been  out 
on  a  five  month's  cruise  in  the  Indies,  and  on  my  return  was  falsely 
accused  of  treason.  I  had  no  doubt  but  that  a  court  martial  would  bring 
out  my  innocence,  but  I  was  mistaken.  My  accuser,  Captain  Ferney, 
had  assembled  a  mass  of  evidence  that  was  overwhelming,  and  I  was 
condemned  to  death.  All  my  pleadings  went  for  naught,  and  as  a  last 
resort  I  asked  for  a  personal  interview  with  Captain  Ferney,  who, 
by  the  way,  had  at  one  time  served  as  first  lieutenant  under  me.  I 
told  him  plainly  that  he  knew  I  was  innocent,  and  asked  him  on  his 
honour  as  a  Christian  and  a  gentleman,  what  his  motive  could  be 
in  having  an  innocent  man  condemned  to  death.    He  merely  smiled 

in  my  face,          one  of  those  exultant  hypocritical  smiles  that  made 

my  very  blood  boil  within  me,  and  I  tried  to  reach  him  with  my  chained 
hands.  But  he  stepped  back  out  of  my  reach,  still  grinning  like  the 
fiend  he  was,  and  finally  left  me,  as  he  thought,  to  my  fate. 

"But  I  was  mad,  mad  with  the  desire  of  revenge,  and  that  brought 
me  hope.  In  my  passion  I  swore  a  terrible  oath  of  vengeance,  and 
the  fulfilling  of  that  oath  became  my  sole  desire  in  life.  What  happened 
me  then  I  cared  not.  That  night  it  was  very  dark  and  stormy,  and 
someone  stole  into  the  room  in  which  I  was  confined  and  released  me, 
and  I  escaped.    To  this  day  I  do  not  know  who  freed  me. 

"Then  followed  a  long  period  of  crime  and  vengeance.  I  was 
selfish — my  injustice  had  soured  me  to  my  countrymen.  I  tried  to 
drown  my  anger  in  the  injury  of  my  fellow  creatures,  for  an  act  which 
only  one  of  them  had  been  guilty  of.  In  short,  I  turned  pirate,  and  for 
three  years  succeeded  in  eluding  the  King's  ships.  But  finally  my 
vessel  was  wrecked  off  this  coast,  on  just  such  a  night  as  this.  I  only 
was  saved,  though  it  was  thought  that  I  perished  with  the  rest.  God 
spared  me,  perhaps,  to  be  tortured  by  the  bitter  remembrance  of  those 
terrible  years.  I  live  here  with  Sandy  McTavish  as  my  sole  companion. 
My  books  and  the  sea  are  my  only  consolations  in  life ;  and  through 
them  I  have  come  to  understand  what  a  sad  error  my  life  has  been, 
and  how  thoughtless  I  was."    Here  he  paused  in  moody  silence. 

The  young  man  too  remained  silent,  and  for  a  time  the  roar  of 
the  storm  outside  predominated. 

At  last  the  Captain  rose,  went  to  the  other  end  of  the  room  and 
returned  with  two  glasses,  one  of  which  he  handed  to  his  guest. 

"To  your  success,  young  man,  and  may  you  be  spared  from  such 
mistakes  as  mine  have  been,"  he  said,  slowly  raising  the  wine  to  Ins 
lips.    They  drained  the  glasses. 

"Now,"  murmured  the  Captain  in  a  strangely  altered  tone,  setting 
the  glasses  down,"  I  am  about  to  pass  forever  from  your  life!" 

The  other  looked  up  as  a  wave  of  mingled  surprise  and  appre- 
hension passed  over  him.  "Why,  how  is  that,  sir?"  he  said,  springing 
to  his  feet,  "you  haven't  
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"Pray,  be  seated,"  said  the  Captain  calmly.  "Don't  be  alarmed. 
As  I  was  saying,  I  am  about  to  pass  forever  from  your  life.  You  will 
forget  me  as  I  deserve  to  be.  You  have  just  now  taken  a  harmless 
drug  with  your  wine,  which  will  render  you  unable  to  recall  anything 
which  you  have  seen  nor  heard  during  the  last  few  hours.  So  farewell," 
— and  he  extended  him  his  hand,  at  the  same  time  watching  the  other 
closely. 

The  young  man  extended  his  own,  but  it  fell  powerless  to  his  knee. 
He  strove  to  speak,  but  his  tongue  refused  to  respond.  His  senses 
were  swimming,  and  he  did  not  notice  the  glitter  in  the  old  man's  eyes. 
Gradually  all  sense  of  his  surroundings  began  to  fade  away.  As  the 
Captain  reached  for  the  bell-rope  his  figure  seemed  wonderfully  exalted. 
His  raised  arm,  like  that  of  an  enchanter,  appeared  to  charm  away  the 
sober  appearances  of  the  room.  All  objects  before  his  eyes  became 
strangely  distorted,  and  finally  faded,  as  his  mind  relaxed  into  the 
soft  raptures  of  a  delicious  dream. 

He  fancied  himself  on  board  a  ship  with  a  boundless  expanse  of 
water  on  every  hand.  It  was  night.  The  sky  was  studded  with  stars, 
and  the  moon  shone  down  on  the  calm  dark  waters.  A  delightful 
aroma  filled  the  air,  and  a  multitude  of  infinitely  melodious  and  unseen 
voices  in  exquisite  harmony,  swelled  from  the  space  about  him.  The 
ship  lay  at  a  dead  calm,  swaying  easily  with  the  gentle  surge.  Then 
it  began  to  grow  lighter  toward  the  east.  The  sun  rose.  Gradually  the 
music  faded  and  seemed  as  coming  from  afar  off.  A  cold  breeze  wafted 
away  the  sweet  scents,  and  flapped  the  broad  white  sails.  The  ship 
moved.  Then  as  the  sun  rose  higher  and  higher  in  the  heavens,  an 
island  appeared  on  the  western  horizon.  At  the  same  time  he  was 
seized  by  an  overwhelming  desire  to  reach  that  object.  The  ship 
moved  like  a  bird  over  the  foam-topped  waves,  and  a  feeling  of  hope 
and  exhilaration  passed  through  him.  But  strangely  the  distant  goal 
grew  no  larger.  It  seemed  to  move  farther  away  with  every  mile  the 
ship  approached.  Black  clouds  then  moved  over  the  face  of  the  sun. 
It  grew  dark,  and  a  tempest  struck  the  ship.  Hope  faded  as  the 
vessel  laboured  about  in  the  settling  waters,  and  all  sense  of  direction 
was  lost  in  the  confusion  of  the  elements.  But  at  length  the  storm 
abated,  and  hoped  dawned  once  more.  The  island  again  appeared, 
and  the  ship  moved  on.  After  small  islets  with  broad  sandy  beaches 
and  cool  green  glades  tempted  him  from  his  course,  but  always  came 
the  desire  to  hasten  away  toward  the  island  in  the  west.  All  at  once 
a  fog  sprang  up  and  surrounded  the  ship.  It  moved  more  slowly  now, 
and  once  more  he  lost  his  direction,  and  drifted  whither  he  knew  not. 
Suddenly  a  warning  cry  came  out  of  the  space  about  him.  He 
looked  up.  For  one  fleeting  moment  a  face  appeared  in  the  mist, 
and  vanished.    It  was  that  of  the  Captain.   Then  he  woke  up  with  a  start. 
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He  looked  about  him,  and  strived  vainly  to  reconcile  his  surround- 
ings with  the  strange  events  of  the  dream.  He  was  puzzled.  The  day 
was  just  dawning,  and  the  sea  as  far  as  the  eyes  could  reach,  rose  and 
fell  in  a  gentle  surge,  and  the  wavelets  lapped  lightly  on  the  shingle 
below.  The  rising  sun  cast  a  flood  of  purple  light  over  the  oily 
waters,  and  into  his  dazzled  eyes,  as  he  lay  high  up  on  the 
sandy  beach.  The  cry  of  a  sea-bird  circling  above  the  crags 
brought  him  to  life.  How  had  he  got  there?  Why  was  he  there? 
How  long  had  he  been  there?  These  were  question  which  he  could 
not  answer.  No  doubt  it  had  rained,  for  the  cranies  in  the  rocks  were 
filled  with  water.  Yet  he  was  not  wet.  His  boat  was  still  there, 
with  the  oars  floating  about  on  a  pool  of  water  in  it.  Still  pondering 
he  rose,  emptied  the  water  from  it,  and  dragged  it  to  the  water's  edge. 
Pausing  for  a  moment  to  glance  over  his  shoulder  he  jumped  in,  shoved 
ofif,  and  soon  disappeared  behind  a  lofty  headland. 

At  the  same  moment  an  old  man  crept  from  behind  a  rock  near 
at  hand,  and  limped  down  the  beach.  He  stood  for  some  minutes 
gadng  thoughtfully  out  into  the  sunlit  ocean,  his  hair  waving  lightly  in 
the  cool  morning  breezes.  A  peaceful  calm  passed  over  his  features, 
as  though  he  saw  behind  the  golden  horizon  the  vision  of  another 
chance  in  life,  a  new  race  to  run,  without  the  bitter  mistakes  of  a  life 
already  lived,  a  vision  that  faded  even  as  the  mellow  flush  of  dawn 
faded  into  the  sober  light  of  day.  His  head  dropped  on  his  breast, 
and  his  eyes  sparkled.  Finally  he  turned  about,  and  slowly  ascending 
the  pathway  up  the  cliff-side,  he  too  disappeared. 

— F.  R.  M. 


'Tis  moonlight  now  — but  in  the  heavens  afar 
It  seems  the  stars  e'en  whisper  "cosine,  tan !" 

The  velvet  depths  of  sky  seems  just  to  shroud 

The  darkness  of  the  "Revolution"  cloud. 

The  night-bird's  echo  sweet  seems  but  to  say 
"Voulez-vous  faire  Francais,  s'il  vous  plait?" 

If  I  admire  the  sea,  the  mystery 

Works  out  to  be  a  fact  in  chemistry 

The  myriad  stars — their  brightness — mystic,  rare 

Their  unseen  force  with  physics  does  compare. 

And  if  I  dream  in  silence — it  just  seems — 

My  thoughts  go  in  an  essay  on  "My  dreams." 

O  what  a  world  is  this — the  sky,  the  pool — 

Whisper  to  the  student,  "Think  of  school !" 

■ — N.  W. 

Page  Fifty-One 


Victoria  €olltQt  Annual 


Page  Fifty -Two 


Victoria  &olltQt  Annual 


TIME 


V'HE  last  rays  of  the  sun  were  setting  in  the  glowing  bosom  of  the 


hills  when  I  turned  from  my  work  at  the  forge,  where  I  had 


laboured  from  dawn  with  the  clanging  anvil  and  the  wheezy 
asthmatic  bellows.  Listen !  A  sound  broke  in  on  the  calm  stillness 
of  the  summer  evening.  From  up  the  dusty  road  came  the  measured 
tap  of  a  stick,  and  down  the  way,  with  hobbling  gait  came  the  most 
curious  figure  which  it  has  ever  been  my  luck  to  lay  eyes  upon.  A 
high  cackling  voice  shattered  the  air  with  a  "Ha !  ha !  ha !  Stare  at 
me,  ye  fool." 

I  shuddered,  the  atmosphere  had  assumed  a  sudden  chill,  and  I 
turned  upon  the  grotesque  figure  with  an  intuitive  loathing.  Over 
my  shoulder  I  could  see  him  still  approaching  and  a  nameless  dread 
wrapped  its  chilly  fingers  around  my  heart  and  brain. 

The  gloom  of  evening  spread  around  us,  as  I  stood  gazing,  and 
as  he  approached  with  imbecile  chattering  and  shrill  laughter.  He 
was  now  at  the  corner  of  the  smithy,  and  fast  advancing  to  the  place 
where  I  stood.  His  face  was  but  dimly  visible  in  the  gathering  darkness, 
a  splotch  of  dirty-white  out  of  which  his  two  eyes  shone  with  a  fierce 
and  animal  light  as  if  they  were  illuminated  by  the  madness  of  a 
fevered  brain.  His  legs  dragged,  his  whole  body  only  supported  by 
crutches  propping  his  hunched  and  rounded  shoulders.  Onward  he 
came,  his  eyes  flashing  fire  as  he  darted  fierce  glances  from  side  to 
side  and,  reaching  the  spot  where  I  stood,  he  stuttered  with  shrill 
joy,  mouthing  meaningless  words  through  toothless  gums  and  withered 
lips.  Now,  I  could  catch  his  words  as  he  leaned  forward  and  pointed 
with  skeleton  fingers  at  my  cringing  body. 

"Man,  man,  recognize  me  not?" 

I  only  shook  my  head;  my  parched  tongue  was  glued  to  the  roof 
of  my  mouth.  Again  he  laughed  shrilly  and  loudly,  and  as  he  laughed 
his  figure  faded  until  it  became  a  shadow,  which  merged  with  the  now 
surrounding  darkness.  Again  his  harsh  laugh  sounded,  farther  away, 
and  fainter,  and  with  it  came  the  words  : 

"I  am  your  hundredth  birthday  !" 

But  the  fading  echoes  of  the  high  mirthless  laughter  were  carried 
away  on  the  evening  breeze,  and  all  around  was  silent. 


—HENRY  D.  DEE. 


Page  Fifty-Three 


YOUNG  MAN! 

When  you  want  your  next  Suit  give  us  an  opportunity  of  displaying 
what  we  can  do  for  you  in  real  snappily-cut  Suits  for  Young  Men.  You'll 
be  surprised  at  the  variety  we  have  to  show  you.     Prices  from  $22.50  up. 

w.  &  J.  WILSON 

1217-1221  Government  Street  Victoria,  B.  C. 


i  i  The  man  who  reads  is  the  man  who  leads ' ' 

Languages  -  History  -  Philosophy 
Literature  -  Science  -  Mathematics 

Our  large  and  varied  stock  cover  all  these  and  many  other 
University  subjects. 

Let  us,  by  mutual  co-operation,  assist  you  to  gain  your  educa- 
tional desires. 

O 

LITCHFIELD'S  LIMITED 

BOOKSELLERS  and  STATIONERS 
1109  Government  Street  Telephone  5736 


SPALDING  AND  BANCROFT 
TENNIS  RACQUETS 

Ask  for  Your  College  Discount 

ooo 

VICTORIA  SPORTING  GOODS  CO. 

1010  Broad  Street  Telephone  1285 
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'THANKS  TO  NO-TA-BAC  I  CURED 

MYSELF  OF  CIGARETTE  HABIT," 

SAYS  PROMINENT  COLLEGIAN 

Read  of  His  Redemption 


Jeffrey  Bothwell,  Scintillating  Basketball  Player  and  Promising 
Divinity  Student,  Swears  by  NO-TA-BAC 


Victoria,  B.  C, 

February  26th,  1924. 

The  No-Ta-Bac  Co., 
Whuffle,  Wis. 


Jeffrey  Bothwell 

God  aid  you,  sirs,  in  your  noble  work!  For  six  years  I  was  a 
cigarette  fiend  and  a  pariah  among  all  respectable  people.  Now, 
thanks  to  a  single  box  of  No-Ta-Bac  Tablets  (which  are  so  pleasant 
and  easy  to  take)  I  have  lost  all  desire  for  the  cursed  weed,  recovered 
my  social  standing  and  the  respect  of  my  old  Sunday  school  class.  The 
children  no  longer  run  to  hide  when  "daddy"  comes  home. 

You  may  use  this  letter  for  publication. 

I  am,  sirs, 

With  deepest  gratitude, 

JEFFREY  BOTHWELL. 

The  No-Ta-Bac  Co.  guarantees  to  free  you  within  a  month  from 
the  deadly  grasp  of  nicotine.  One  drop  of  nicotine  in  a  bowl  of  water 
will  kill  a  goldfish!  After  a  fair  trial  of  our  secret  preparation  (easy 
to  take,  the  luscious  taste  lingers)  you'll  never  smoke  a  cigarette  again. 
Money  back  if  not  satisfied.  Note  :  We  refund  only  to  the  original 
purchaser.    Why  not  save  your  smoke  money  and  be  your  own  boss? 


There  was  a  big  laddie  named  Russell 
Who  gave  certain  men  quite  a  tussle 

To  be  perfectly  frank 

He  was  thrown  in  the  tank 
And  contracted  a  cramp  in  a  muscle. 
***** 

If  Winter  comes  can  Ole  be  far  behind? 

***** 

A  mean  proportional  is  one  which  requires  assistance. 
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"Everything  in  Music" 

The  scope  of  our  business  is  told  in  these  three 
words,  "Everything-  in  Music."  There  is  no 
article  of  music  merchandise  that  you  can  ask 
for  which  cannot  be  obtained  at  this  establish- 
ment. Our  stocks  are  complete  in  everything 
— from  grand  pianos  down  to  the  smallest  of  band 
instrument  accessories. 

In  all  the  Dominion  of  Canada  there  is  no  finer 
music  store  than  this;  none  more  completely 
equipped  to  supply  your  every  need ;  none  with 
a  staff  more  competent  to  render  more  pains- 
taking, helpful  service  to  the  music  lover. 

FLETCHER  BROS. 

(Victoria),  Ltd. 

"Everything  in  Music" 
lllODouglas  Street  Victoria,  B.C. 


Kodak  Time 

is  Coming! 

EASTMAN   KODAKS,   FILMS,   PAPERS   AND  SUPPLIES 
Films  Developed  and  Printed   -    Best  Work  in  the  City 

UNIVERSITY  AND  OTHER  TEXT  BOOKS 

O 

Victoria  Book  and  Stationery 

Co.,  Limited 

1002  Government  Street  Telephone  63 

Best  Place  in  B.  C.  for  New  Books 
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THE  UNPOPULAR  BOOK  REVIEW 

Helping  Himself,  or  Ted  Tireless  Proves  It's  Safe.    Horatio  Alger,  Jr. ; 
J.  Jujube,  Cincinnati.  (Fiction.) 

"  'I  wish  we  were  not  so  poor,  Ted,'  said  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Tireless, 
weeping  into  the  dish-towel. 

"  'Stop !  Desist !  Don't  cry,  dear  papa  and  dear  mamma,'  replied 
Ted,  as  he  shared  the  last  sausage  with  Wilfrid,  the  dog.  The  poor 
dumb  creature  with  a  poor  dumb  look  lay — —  ."  Such  is  the  charm- 
ing and  intimate  fashion  in  which  Mr.  Alger  introduces  us  to  heroic 
Ted  Tireless,  gallant  hero  of  his  latest  novel.  Here,  fastidious  reader, 
is  a  splendid  opportunity  to  recapture  those  same  fine  thrills  you 
found  in  "Boob,  the  Bootblack."    The  stories  are  identical. 


What  I  Think  of  Women  and  Tent  Caterpillars.    Anonymous ;  Captain 
Billy's  Press,  Los  Angeles.  (Confessions.) 

Decidedly  not  a  book  for  children.  From  cover  to  cover  we  find 
nothing  but  loose  talk  and  immorality.  Written  as  it  is  with  a  sheer 
callous  diregard  of  censorship  the  author  cannot  help  but  advertise 
himself  as  dissolute  and  reckless.  I  suspect  it  of  being  a  translation 
from  the  French.  To  substantiate  the  above  and,  the  thought  has  just 
struck  me,  to  perfect  my  review,  I  need  do  nothing  more  than  insert 
a  passage  which,  in  its  excess,  I  hold  to  exemplify  the  whole  three 
hundred  and  six  pages : 

"We  were  rambling  townward,  George,  Don,  Homer  and  I,  when 
the  Young  One — a  mysterious  woman  the  unknown  frequently  men- 
tions —  and  G          N   overtook  us  in  a  Franklin  car.      We  all 

climbed  in  and  were  very  happy  until  Homer,  the  moron,  said  :  'These 
Fords,  they  do  run  smoothly,  don't  they?'  Curse  the  kid!  They  made 
us  get  out  and  walk. 

—INCUBUS. 
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Interior  view  of 

T.  N.  HIBBEN  &  CO.'S 

BOOK  and  STATIONERY  STORE 
1122  Government  Street  Victoria,  B.C. 

We  have  one  set  only  of 

ENCYCLOPEDIA  BRITANNICA 

Complete  in  29  volumes.     India  paper  edition.     Published  price,  $300.00. 
We  are  offering  this  set  for  $175.00. 
It  represents  the  best'  edition  published,  and  it  is  in  perfect  condition. 


CITY  DYE  WORKS 

Cleaners  and  Dyers  of 
Garments,  Portieres,  Oriental  Rugs 


844  Fort  Street 


Telephone  75 


Watch  and  Jewelry  Repairing 

Painstaking  workmanship  is  guaranteed  at  this  store.  We  maintain  our 
own  workshop  on  the  premises  and  our  repair  men  are  men  of  the 
highest  skill. 

W.  H.  WILKERSON 

JEWELER   and  WATCHMAKER 
647  Yates  Street 
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SPRING 

How  many  poor  deluded  poets,  college  students  and  others  have 
chanted  deliriously  the  glories  of  spring. 

"Spring,  Spring, 
Beautiful  Spring, 
The  bumble  bees  hum,"  etc. 

Now,  that's  just  the  trouble.  Far  too  many  bumble  bees  hum. 
I  am  going  to  present  the  truth  of  the  matter  to  you.  Spring,  like  fortunes, 
is  a  deceitful  jade.  Her  meadows  are  so-o-o  delightfully  green,  her 
lovers  so-o-o  delightfully  loverlike,  but  when  you  examine  the  emerald 
turf  those  lovely  new  spring  shoes  get  so-o  delightfully  spoilt — and 
that  fancy  that  so-o  lightly  turns  to  love  turns  so-o  many  times  to 
so-o  many  faces. 

There's  nothing  really  stable  about  spring,  that  sap  of  youth  pump- 
ing up  and  down  through  the  veins  plays  havoc  with  the  nerves 
and  makes  as  gloriously  drunk  as  any  liquor  you  would  like  td  name. 
And  everyone  excuses  the  tipsyness  of  spring — it  is  so  natural !  and 
so-o-o  rejuvenating.     So's  wine — so  what's  the  difference? 

Besides  spring  invariably  happens  along  just  as  examinations 
are  spoken  of  in  dread  whisper.  Now,  if  people  would  only  be  sen- 
sible, they  should  dread  spring  instead  of  examinations  and  abolish 
the  months  of  spring  from  the  calendar  altogether ! 


The  following  is  all  the  remains  of  an  effusion  of  song  which 
troubled  Professor  Elliot  after  having  listened  to  Frank  Levirs'  inter- 
esting lecture  on  the  "New  Poetry." 

Consider  the  woodpecker — 
The  downy  woodpecker ! 
As  he  kisseth  his  love 

The  tree ! 
Fourteen  pecks  to  the  second 
I'm  told. 

Oh  for  the  neck  of  a  woodpecker ! 

Very  good,  indeed !  And  to  prove  quite  clearly  that  others  have 
yielded  to  the  urge — 

Mary,  Mary  so  perverse, 
By  the  way,  how's  your  garden  coming  along  these  days? 

I  see  cabbages  and  onions, 
But  no  bananas.    Am  I  right? 
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JIM  BRYANT 

CYCLE  DEALER 

CORNER  OF  BROAD  AND  JOHNSON  STREETS 
VICTORIA,  B.  C. 

PSYCHOLOGICAL  PHENOMENA 

The  newspapers  determinate 

Concordant  as  "The  Fourth  Estate" 

Displaying  syncopatingly 

Their  caducous  verbosity. 

Blending  with  crude  pomposity 

Their  low  schematic  sophistry. 

Enunciating  learnedly 

Orpiment  nauseous  calumny. 

Their  low  reclacteur,  in  redaction 

'Midst  orthographical  inaction 

Displays  originality  in  rabid  terminology 

In  sychophantic  paragraphs 

He  speaks  of  Terpsichorean  arts 

Of  Sybarites  and  of  Hierarchys 

And  conceptual  Hypothesis. 

— G.  G.  VINCENT. 


JIM  BRYANT 

CYCLE  DEALER 

CORNER  OF  BROAD  AND  JOHNSON  STREETS 
VICTORIA,  B.  C. 
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Last  night 
It  was  dark. 

I  crept  out  into  the  street. 

It  was  wet  and  lonely. 

The  reflections  from  the  arc  lights 

Chased  me 

From  lamp  to  lamp 

And  from  block  to  block 

They  shrieked  and  laughed  at  me. 

I  ran — 

I  raced — 

I  fled— 

Into  the  arms  of  a  policeman. 

He  picked  me  up  by  the  scuff  of  the  neck. 

I  bit  the  fat  part  of  his  thumb. 

He  threw  me  over  a  board  fence 

Into  an  ash  can. 

It  is  a  hopeless  life  we  lead, 

We  kittens — 

Lost  or  strayed. 

— D.  E.  P. 


I  struck  my  head  upon  the  road, 

I  saw  a  dozen  moons, 

I  tried  to  climb  the  slippery  curb, 

I  saw  two  white  faced  coons ; 

I  thought  perhaps  my  brain  had  turned, 

I  was  in  quite  a  funk, 

I  realize  now  just  what  was  wrong — ■ 

I  was  completely  drunk. 

—J.  deB.  B.  S. 


We  have  often  heard  the  Dumbell  say  that  he  "ain't  no  lily." 
Conceded,  and  after  having  suffered  him  to  smoke  his  grandfather's 
briar  for  the  last  six  months  we  can  attest  that  he  "ain't  no  rose"  either. 
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Young  men  of  discriminating  taste  will  find  here  excellent  selections  of 
Spring  and   Summer  models  in   Society   Brand   Suits   and   Spring  Coats. 
We  cordially  invite  you  to  inspect  our  new  Spring  Hats,  Caps,  Neckwear, 
Hosiery,  etc. — Everything  a  young  fellow  wears. 


Style  Headquarters 

1218-20  Douglas  Street  Telephone  2976 


Radio  Parts 

For  all  Standard  Sets  at  our  Radio  Store.  If  you  need  anything  in  the 
Radio  line  come  and  see  us  about  it  first.  If  we  do  not  happen  to  have  it 
in  stock,  no  doubt  we  can  get  it  for  you  quickly.  Complete  Crystal  and 
Tube  Sets  also. 

Western  Canada  Radio  Supply,  Ltd. 

642  Fort  St.  (opp.  Terry's),  Victoria,  B.C.  Phone  1949 


Flowers  for  All  Occasions 

Agents  for  Sutton  Seeds  for  British  Columbia 

A.  J.  WOODWARD  &  SONS 

FLORISTS 

Retail  Store  -  621  Fort  Street  (Pemberton  Bldg),  Phone  918 
Greenhouses  Fairfield  Road,  Phone  285 

Members  Florists  Telegraph  Delivery  Association 
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A  TELEPHONE  CONVERSATION 

(With  apologies  to  the  First  Teller  of  the  Tale) 

Impulsively:    "Hello!    Is  that  you,  Margaret?" 

Frigidly:    "No!    This  is  Mrs.  .     Do  you  wish  to  speak  to 

Margaret?" 

Embarrassedly :    "Er-yes !    If  you  don't  mind." 

A  long  wait  ensues.    Then : 

Interrogatively  :    "Hello  ?" 

Hopefully:    "Hello,  Margaret." 

Wonderingly :  "Hello-o." 

Another  long  wait.    Then  : 

Expectantly:    "Do  you  know  who's  speaking?" 

Perplexedly:  "No." 

Playfully:    "Well,  just  guess." 

Inspiredly  :    "Is  it  John?" 

Disappointedly :    "No !" 

Anticipatingly  :    "Is  it  Harry?" 

Slightedly:  "No!" 

Confidently  :    "Then  its  Charlie  !" 

Angrily:    "No!    It's  D'arcy !" 

Bewilderedly :  "Who?" 

Emotionally  :    "D'arcy  !" 

Questioningly  :    "I  beg  your  pardon?" 

Desperately:  "D'arcy!" 

Inquiringly:    "Whom  did  you  say?" 

Exasperatedly :    "D'arcy  Marsh!" 

Doubtfully:    "Oh,  y-e-s?" 

Conversationally:    "Did  you  have  a  good  time  last  night?" 
Boredly :    "Last  night?    Oh,  yes!" 
Long  pause. 

Despairingly:    "The  music  was  good,  wasn't  it?" 
Disinterestedly  :    "Yes !" 

Another  long  pause.     The  gentleman  coughs. 

Considerately:    "What  did  you  say?" 

Disgustedly:  "Nothing!" 

Still  longer  pause. 

Hopelessly  :    "Well,  good-bye  !" 

Thankfully  :     "Good-bye !" 

— F.  LEWIS. 
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DAVID    SPENCER,  LIMITED 

Offers  all  the  newest  styles  in 

Spring  and  Summer  Apparel 
for  Men  and  TVomen 

Ask  to  see  our  Crepe  Rubber  Sole  Shoes  for  men  and  women's 

sport  wear. 

DAVID    SPENCER,    LTD.  Victoria,  B.C. 


New  Sandals  for  Spring 

The  Sandal  is  the  thing  for  spring,  and  this  store's  display  is 
complete  in  all  leathers,  all  styles,  all  shades. 

mutrie  &  SON 

1203  Douglas  Street 


GEORGE  STRAITH,  LTD. 

1117  Douglas  Street 

Direct  Importers  of 

British 
Men's  Wear 

We  aim  to  add  the  distinctive  touch  in  Our  Young  Men's  Wearing 
Apparel  to  appeal  to  the  College  chaps. 

We  invite  your  inspection 

Jaeger  Woolens,  in  New  Spring  Designs 


U= 


No  Order  Too  Large 

or  Too  Small 
for  Our  Consideration 

Our  aim  is  to  provide  you  with  a  first-class  service 

at  moderate  prices.  | 

Mechanical  Department 

521  Yates  Street 

Society,  Commercial  and  Legal  Printing- 
Edition  and  Publication  Work 

Retail  Department 

1412  Douglas  Street 

Commercial  and   Fancy  Stationery,  Decorations, 
Pictures,  Statuary  and  a  full  line  of  School 
Books  and  Supplies 

ooo 

JO*!***  *% 

VICTORIA  PRINTING  & 
PUBLISHING  CO. 


